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POSSESSIVE DOCTOR'S CHRISTMAS 


I’ve only got one wish this Christmas... 


My dad’s best friend, the hot doctor, underneath the 
mistletoe. 


But will Santa bring me the one thing that’s on my list when 
his list has all the reasons why he shouldn’t.. 

One: He’s an older man and l'm a younger woman. 

Two: He’s my dad’s best friend. 

Three: Christmas is all about giving, not receiving. 


Well, Santa...that’s why I’ve been saving a very special gift 
just for him, my very first time. I’ve been nice my entire 
life and now I’m ready to get naughty this Christmas with 
my dashing doctor, the only man I’ve ever wanted. 


But who will be more surprised? 


Me when | find out just how possessive this doctor can be, 
and the secret he’s been saving too? 


Or my family when my dad’s best friend asks me to not 
only help put up lights on his Christmas tree, but tells me 
he wants me to be the light of life... forever? 


*Possessive Doctor’s Christmas Is an insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger 


NEWSLETTER 
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CHAPTER 1 


Madison 
One week before Christmas 


| hobble into the ER, my dad holding the door open with one 
hand and steadying me with his other. 


| should be freezing in the sub-zero temperatures, but my 
Skin burns red-hot. 


| should be in pain from the fall | took when | slipped and fell 
on a piece of black ice while my family was singing 
Christmas carols to my grandparents outside their home, but 
| feel no pain at all. 


Only excitement, and that scares me. 


You're not supposed to have these kinds of thoughts about 
the hunky doctor you’ve had a crush on for years...when he’s 
your dad’s best friend. 


| hear the door close behind us as I slowly make my way into 
the entryway. Turning to my right | see him. How could | 
miss him? 


He looks up from his clipboard, his entire body freezing, and 
by entire body | mean all six feet five inches and two 
hundred and thirty pounds of muscle. 


It’s like his shoulders practically take up the width of half the 
hallway, before tapering down into a perfect V-shape right at 


his waist. 


He’s got on his blue medical scrubs and even from here | can 
see his eyes widening just before they bulge as his Adam's 
apple moves through his throat as he swallows hard, his 
eyes locked on mine just before his clipboard falls straight 
from his hands clanking onto the tiles of the sterile hospital 
floor which his feet seem to be stuck to. 


“Madison. Mike,” he says with a panic in his voice as he 
takes off in a dead sprint, jumping right over his clipboard 
and darting down the hall towards us. 


Seconds later | feel his hand on my arm, causing my back to 
straighten from my bent over position as a bolt of energy 
shoots right through me. 


His fingers are thick, firm, and easily engulf my entire 
forearm. 


He places a hand gently on my back, causing it to arch, as 
he leans in close, offering me his entire body like he’s a 
boulder to lean on. 


He’s a rock all right. He’s been my dad’s for years. He’s not 
only my dad’s best friend, but also the only person he ever 
turns to for advice when he has to make a tough decision. 


Now I’ve got a tough decision of my own. Continue hiding 
the crush | have on him which started when | turned 
eighteen and has only gotten more intense, more urgent, 
these last three years, or tell him how | really feel? 


But how can I put him in that position with my dad, let alone 
be honest enough to admit all the positions I’ve dreamed of 
him putting me in? 


| left town to study out of state hoping it would help me get 
my mind off of him. 


It’s only made matters worse. 


Burying myself in my schoolwork didn’t do the trick. Trying 
to involve myself in campus activities was a complete 
failure. Meeting people my own age turned out to be a huge 
disappointment. 


How can you spend one second with boys more interested in 
who can do the longest keg stand and who has the most 
Tinder matches and Instagram followers, when you know 
exactly the one and only man in this entire world you want? 
He’s the only one I ever wanted, and still do. 


Something has to give or I’m going to go even crazier than | 
already am. 


“What happened? Where does it hurt?” 


“| fell on the ice. My tailbone is throbbing and | think I’ve 
got a bruise.” 


| watch as his eyebrows narrow and his lips purse as if he 
feels my pain right along with me. A good doctor 
sympathizes. A great doctor empathizes. 


He feels my pain with me. | watch an anger take over his 
face like he wants to rip that pain right from my body right 
now and make it all better Like he’s angry at the world for 
what happened to me. 


“Don’t worry. I’m going to fix it. I’m going to make you 
better, | promise.” 


| nod. Oh yes you are. 

“Can you walk?” 

“I can, but it’s painful.” 

“Only in the tailbone area?” he asks. 

| nod. 

Without saying anything else or asking another question he 
scoops me up in his arms, the pain in my back immediately 
dissipating now that I’m not standing. 

“Nurse!” he yells, the booming, matter of fact, deep timbre 
of his word echoing throughout the entire building, as the 
weight of my entire body rests across nothing more than his 


forearms. 


| look up at his face. He’s not even straining. It’s like I’m 
light as a feather to him. 


“Coming doctor” she says as she literally slides down one 
hallway and into another before running towards us 
frantically. 


“Get, my best friend Mike Moore a cup of coffee while | 
examine his daughter,” he says. 


“Yes, doctor” 
“Thank you, Nancy,” he says. 


“Don’t worry, Mike. You’re in good hands, and I’m glad I was 
scheduled for tonight because you can rest assured your 


daughter is in good hands too. Mine.” 


CHAPTER 2 


Austin 
| move quickly, but carefully, to my examination room. 


Injuries like these can sometimes be more severe than they 
first seem and no way do I want to disturb her body, 
especially not the way she disturbed mine. 


Seeing her there the moment she entered had me on edge. 
Those tight yoga pants, her Uggs, and that Henley shirt that 
was unbuttoned a little too far showing off her ample 
cleavage. When did she get that? 


Something’s happened since her high school graduation 
party and it’s definitely making something happen to me 
right now. 


All the medical textbooks I’ve read over the years say girls 
mature faster than boys, and they’re right. 


But she’s an outlier, a special case. Come to think of it she’s 
not even a special case, she’s a miracle, my Christmas 
miracle. 


| shake my head quickly, squeezing my eyes closed briefly, 
as | try and shake the thought from my mind. 


My miracle? 


This is my best friend’s daughter, the man who trusts me 
like a brother... more than a brother actually. 


He’s confided in me over the years and I’d never do 
anything to lose his confidence and trust. 


But damn, I’m confident that I’ve never, ever, felt this way 
about a woman before and never will again. 


And yes, she is all woman. 


No more is she the cute little kid that was just kind of 
bopping around the house when I'd go over to visit. This 
isn’t that girl who used to sit in her room and read books and 
do things online. It’s definitely not the girl that had pigtails 
in her youth soccer league game that | must have attended, 
what? Ten years ago. 


Dammit, Austin! Geta hold of yourself, man. 


| kick open the door to my examination room and carefully 
lay her down on the table. 


Once | get her in place and she’s out of my hands | already 
miss the feeling of her. 


The way she fit in my arms was perfect. It’s like she belongs 
there. 


She does belong there. 


No she doesn’t! She’s too damn young and too innocent. 
She’s still in college 


She probably has a boyfriend for Pete’s sake. A girl like this 
is adiamond and nobody in their right mind would pass up 
an opportunity to be with her and make her their queen 
forever. 


| do the quick math. If she’s twenty-one | wouldn’t be 
surprised if some smart boy her age already proposed to 
her She'll be graduating soon and that lucky son of a gun 
will have the wife of his dreams for life. 


Leaving college and starting a life and a family with her... 
what could be better? 


Not a damn thing. 


I'd put a ring on her finger tonight, if | wasn’t her dad’s best 
friend. 


If | was a new doctor just starting out and she came into my 
hospital life would be absolutely perfect. 


I’ve got to stop thinking like this. 


“Tell me what happened, beau—.” I’m losing it right in front 
of her “Madison!” 


Her eyes open wide and her lips part as her body jerks to 
attention. 


“I'm sorry, | was just thinking of beau—ty treatments like bo 
—tox, and | got my b’s confused. | had a patient named 
Beaufort before too,” | say. “So yeah, me and the letter B... | 
get it confused all the time.” 


Oh my god I’m rambling like a babbling idiot. At this rate, 
I’m going to start drooling soon. 


“Anyway tell me what happened, Madison.” 


“|...,” she says looking up at me with those crystal clear, 
baby blue eyes. They shoot lightning bolts right through me 
and the jolt of energy has my already rock hard cock 
twitching like a madman. | think the official medical term 
for my condition right now is obsessed. 


| never understood obsession when we briefly studied it in 
medical school. | didn’t really think it was real or something 
I'd see as a doctor, let alone feel myself How can patients 
feel such tremendous mood swings based on other people? 
Isn't it easy to just focus on yourself and what you’re about 
and not let other people get you down, or up for that 
matter? 


Yeah, that’s what | used to think, until she hobbled right in 
here and taught me in one second what | couldn’t 
comprehend in an entire lifetime. 


Now it all makes sense, because the thought of her coming 
into my life like this and then just leaving is out of the 
question. 


| can’t deny what I’m feeling, no matter who her dad is and 
the fact that I’m thirty-nine years old and she must be about 
twenty-one, maybe twenty-two at most. 


“It’s okay,” I say, trying to make my woman feel 
comfortable. “No need to rush, we can take our time.” 


| can’t fight this. My mouth is saying what my mind is 
thinking. There’s no switch | can flip to turn this off. There’s 
nothing | can do to get a grip. The only “grip” | had was the 
one on her when | carried her in here like she was mine, and 
that’s exactly what she has to be. 


The idea of feeling this way about another person used to be 
so absurd to me. I’m a doctor The human body is just a 
body. We all have one. We all are born and we all die 
someday. No big deal. 

Well, it is a big deal, a very big deal. 

Because she’s woken me up and shown me it’s not how you 
begin and end your life, but what happens in the moments 
in between. 

I'd always thought helping people by being a doctor and 
getting paid well for doing so was enough. That was a pretty 
good life by just about anyone’s standards, including mine. 
Not anymore. 

Those thoughts are totally out the window. 

There’s only one life for me now, and that’s a life with her. 


And | won’t stop until that’s exactly what | get. 


CHAPTER 3 


Austin 


My hands take turns thrashing the speed bag at the gym. 
I’ve been working out like a fiend for two hours straight now. 


Box jumps. Burpees. Boxing. 


Normally I’m all about lifting heavy weights but it’s three in 
the morning and | need to get home and get some sleep and 
the only way to do that is to try and wear myself out. 


But I’m relentless, my energy levels red-lining with no end in 
sight. 


And it’s all because of her. 


My shift ended at midnight and | came straight here. The 
place is pretty much a ghost town at this hour, which allows 
me to be the primal madman that she’s turned me into. 


| move over to the full sized punching bag and start drilling 
it like it stole something from me. 


Grunts come from deep within my belly as | exhale hard with 
each punch | throw 


Quickly | switch to elbows because they’re harder, more 
aggressive, and then | add in kicks and before | know it I’m 
beating the hell out of the bag, throwing everything I’ve got 
into it. 


| drop a shoulder into it so hard it falls from the chain and to 
the ground. 


The devastating blow | delivered should have dislocated my 
collarbone, but not tonight. Tonight I’m an animal uncaged 
and | can’t be stopped. 


“Sir Sir,” a guy | remember from the front desk says as he 
approaches me. 


| turn, my eyes locking on his as | breathe hard, but not as 
hard as | should be. 


“What!” | say, and it’s not a question. Who does he think he 
is bothering me? My mind is on her and anything that gets 
in the way of that I take as a personal attack on our 
relationship...the one that she doesn’t even know about yet, 
but which she will soon enough. 


“1I...” he says taking a step back, his shoulders hunching 
over as he slouches. “l’m...really sorry,” he begins, letting 
me know he’s already lost whatever request he had for me. 
His body language is that of a defeated man, no matter if 
he’s nearly my height and probably has ten additional 
pounds of muscle on me. 


But muscles made in a lab are different than those made 
from over twenty years of pumping iron in the weight room. 
His gains come and go, and mine stay forever... just like my 
thoughts of her. 


“I’m very sorry to bother you, sir...really sorry, but a few of 
our other guests have...expressed concern with your behav 
—, | mean your intensity... you know the intensity of your 
workouts, sir” 


“What the fuck is wrong with my intensity,” | say, showing 
him what intensity is when I step towards him as my eyes 
shoot fire through him. 

“It’s scaring the other guests, sir” 

“The other guests? It looks like a Gold’s Gym convention in 
here from the days of Arnold Schwarzenegger. _There’s no 
more than three guys and they’re all taller and weigh more 
than me. Hell, | recognize one from his days in the NFL” 

“I know sir, but they don’t feel safe around you, right now.” 
“Do you?” | snarl. 

He turns with his tail between his legs and takes off back 
down the stairs. The little pussy is probably going to call the 
cops or something, but there’s nothing they can do either. 
I’m obsessed with her. 


| get a running start and kick the bunch bag so hard it rolls 
up the incline used for sit-ups. 


My phone rings and | walk over to it. 


Damn, maybe she’s calling me. It’s just a thought anda 
crazy one at that. She doesn’t even have my number. 


| see the eight zero eight area code and know it can only be 
one person... my little sister, Lisanne. 


“What’s up, sis?” | ask immediately after hitting the green 
answer call button. 


“Wow, what’s gotten into you?” 


It’s not what I’ve gotten into, it’s what /’m going to get 
into...and claim as my own. 


“Nothing.” 


“Yeah, right,” she says sarcastically Damn, if there’s anyone 
that can read me it’s her “Something’s up what are you not 
telling me.” She pauses before continuing in a softer, slower 
tone. “What’s her name?” 


“Who?” 
“Uh huh,” she says. 


“What are you doing up so late?” | ask, wanting to get off 
this subject. 


“| just wanted to call and check on you, and see what your 
plans were for Christmas. You are my brother, you know.” 


“I think I’m scheduled to work,” | say, having no idea if 
that’s the case, but knowing it probably will be. Everybody 
at the hospital knows | spend my holidays at work. What’s 
the point anyways? It’s better to get the triple time pay and 
I’m not a big family guy anyway. I’ve always preferred doing 
my own thing, and marching to the beat of a different 
drum...my drum. 


But damn, when | examined Madison on that table tonight 
all | could think about was slapping her ass just like a drum. 
And that would be after | sunk my teeth into it, not hard of 
course... l think. 


There’s just no telling what I’d do to her right now. She 
totally makes me lose my mind. | just want to put my mouth 


all over her perfect body and ram my dick inside her and fill 
her with my seed so fast and so hard she’s pregnant by 
Christmas morning. 


As a doctor | know that’s ludicrous, but my mind isina 
different place right now and something tells me it’s 
possible. 


Anything’s possible with her. 


“Well, don’t work too hard. I’m doing some projects and one 
of my jobs might require me to do some filming in the LA 
area. | was thinking of dropping by and saying hi. | just 
wanted to check first, but it sounds like you’re going to be 
home.” 


I’ve always told my sister there’s no need for her to tell me 
when she wants to drop in. She knows where the spare key 
is hidden under the seventh brick that outlines the 
flowerbed in my front yard. Come to think about it | don’t 
even know what kind of flowers they are or who picked them 
out. They came with the house and all | do is dump water on 
them from time to time and cover them up every year before 
the first frost. | barely even keep them alive. 


But all that’s about to change, because I’m ready to make a 
life with Madison. She’s not “some flower” she’s a rose, the 
perfect rose that I’m going to water and protect and make 
sure no one even thinks of touching, let alone harming, a 
single petal. 


Because she’s mine and only mine. 


“It’s best if you call before you come by,” | say. 


The other end of the line goes silent before finally she says, 
“Okay, but if that’s the case then I’m definitely looking 
forward to meeting her, because | know she’s the one.” 


“| gotta go, sis,” | say. 
“Love you,” she says. 


| hang up the phone and make my way out of the gym and 
into the snow. 


It’s the first time it’s snowed in LA Since 1962, and it’s the 
first time I’ve ever felt this way, and it has nothing to do 
with the weather. 


I’m in shorts and a drenched T-shirt and | don’t even feel, let 
alone comprehend, the cold...because | still haven’t been 
able to comprehend what’s happened since she walked into 
the hospital tonight. 


All | know is | have to get home and try and get some sleep, 
even though I know that’s not going to be possible... at all. 


CHAPTER 4 


Madison 
| fill the Ziploc bag with ice and move towards my bedroom. 


After lying a towel down on my sheets and rapping the 
Ziploc bag with a thin towel | lie down and place it right on 
the spot where | fell. 


It does nothing to relieve the heat that’s rushing through my 
body, and that has nothing to do with my injury and 
everything to do with him. 


Fortunately he said it was just a minor injury, and I'll 
probably just have a bruise on my butt as if | got slide 
tackled playing soccer or slid into a base playing softball. 


Yeah, I'd like to play softball with him all right. He’s 
welcome in my dugout anytime. 


| close my eyes as my mind wanders back to the 
examination. 


My body jerks when I think about the way he looked at me 
just before he dropped that clipboard. 


| writhe on the sheets as | remember the way his firm hand 
gripped my hip as his other hand took hold of the top of my 
yoga pants. | could feel his fingers gripping the fabric hard, 
knowing he wanted to yank them down and take me right 
then and there. We both wanted it. 


But instead | heard an audible gulp and felt his knuckles 
rake over my cheek as he pulled my pants down just enough 
to examine me. 


By the sight of his erection, which was as firm as the metal 
used to make the stethoscope around his neck, and long 
enough to more than fill me, I’d say he was more than 
pleased. 


But that stethoscope wasn’t just for decoration. After taking 
my blood pressure | watched as he slid what should have 
been a cold instrument into the open buttons of my Henley 
shirt and underneath my bra. 


| could feel my nipples pebble instantly from the instrument, 
and the base of his palm which found the valley in between 
my breasts as he held the stethoscope in place. 


What I really want is for him to slide his dick inside me and 
hold it in place, while he fills me with his seed and we make 
a baby together. 


I’ve never been that close to him before, never shared such 
an intimate moment. 


And to think my dad was just outside the door casually 
having a cup of coffee made it that much more intense. 


Just imagine my dad walking in while his best friend’s hand 
was well inside my top, or while he was “examining” my ass. 


| Know I had a red mark there already from the fall, but what 
| really wanted was a red mark from his hand as he brings it 
down on my globes all night long, telling me what a bad girl 
I’ve been this year 


Bad because I’ve been hiding a secret from him. I’ve been 
dishonest to him and to myself 


The truth is | want him more than anything, but I’m too 
chicken to tell him. 


And when he told me | looked, “So...” and couldn’t even 
finish his sentence, | knew he felt the same way. 


He gave me a cup of hot chocolate with marshmallow after 
taking a look at me. | took one sip and could feel the white 
foam catching on the top of my lip. 


His eyes went right toward it and my heart pounded against 
my chest, knowing we were thinking the same thing. 


Knowing we missed an opportunity. 


Because my butt might be sore, but my mouth works fine, 
and the thought of taking his length, and tasting him for the 
first time is too much for me to handle right now. 


| feel my hand slide inside my comfy cotton bed pants, not 
even realizing I’d slid it underneath me. 


| dig my knees into the bed and start rocking forward and 
back, grinding the mattress into my middle as my first two 
fingers rub circles over my nub. 


“Uh,” | moan as my head turns to the side and | inhale deep, 
imagining it’s him taking me from behind, his body weight 
on top of me holding me down, pressing me into the 
mattress. 


He’s big, in more ways that one. 


And | want to know all those ways down to the very last 
inch. 


| rub faster, harder, and deeper until | feel the wave wash 
over me and my mouth open as my body jerks. | bite down 
hard on the pillow, but my moan is too strong. 


With my other hand | pull the sheet over the top of me as | 
try and catch my breath. 


There are a rapid-fire couple of Knocks on my door and then 
it quickly comes open, my mom’s head sticking inside. 


“Are you Okay?” she says. 
“Yeah, sorry,” | say. “Just a bit painful you know.” 


“| know,” she says. “I’m sorry you fell. If it’s any consolation 
your grandparents loved our surprise Christmas caroling at 
their homes.” 


“It’s more than a consolation,” | say. “Family is always the 
most important thing.” 


“I Know,” my mom says entering my room. 


She wraps her hands around me from behind, my body 
tensing as my other hand is still down the front of my 
panties. I’m not about to pull it out now or she'll quickly put 
the puzzle pieces together and realize my moan wasn’t from 
the pain of my fall, but from the pain of having to use my 
hand and not having the real thing, my man, inside me. 


“Well, you’re in good hands with Doctor Abbot,” she says. 
“You know he’s a great guy.” 


“Yes, he was really... professional,” | say, wishing he wasn’t. 


“Yeah, he’s too good to be true. | can’t believe no one’s 
Snatched him up yet. | guess he’s just too alpha for 
everyone. A man at that level must have a hard time finding 
a woman that’s right for him. Maybe one day,” my mom 
Says. 


“Yeah, maybe one day,” | say, knowing that day can’t come 
soon enough. 


“Okay, I’m going to take a shower and go to bed. If you need 
anything in the middle of the night, just yell,” she says. 


“Okay, | will,” I say “Thanks.” 


She kisses me on the cheek and leaves my room, shutting 
off the light before quietly closing the door. 


Oh, | plan on yelling some more tonight, | think to myself as | 
carefully get out of bed to go lock my door. The last thing | 
want is anyone coming in again. 


| make my way to the shower | share with my sister, Knowing 
she’s fast asleep by now 


| lock the side of the bathroom where she enters and step 
into the shower. Quickly the lukewarm water washes over 
my skin, removing the evidence of my naughty behavior. 


Normally | take my showers much, much warmer, but tonight 
| don’t need the water to warm me up. I’m still burning up 
for him. 


| have no idea why, but we have one of those showerheads 
that’s attached to a hose, and not one that’s just fixed. 


It always kind of annoyed me as a kid, but right now it’s 
about to be the second best “Christmas gift” | could get this 
season. 


Second only to the real thing, and as I bring the showerhead 
down in-between my legs that’s just what I imagine it is. 


Just two minutes later and my body is jerking again. 


I’ve never been like this in my entire life, not like tonight at 
least. 


Have | pleasured myself thinking about him? Absolutely, 
hundreds of times. 


But not like tonight. Tonight | feel like | can’t get enough. 


It’s like my feelings for him went from a scary level to 
something that’s definitely borderline obsessive. 


| have to have him, and all this self-satisfaction isn’t going to 
suffice much longer. 


Most importantly because it’s not satisfying at all. No matter 
how much | try and fool myself into believing | know it’s me 
who’s doing what I’m doing, not him. 


And | want the real thing and the real thing only...the one 
and only, him. 


And this Christmas I’m not waiting for Santa to bring me 
what | want more than anything else. 


I’m going to go out and get it for myself. 


CHAPTER 5 


Madison 
Three days before Christmas 


| take a deep breath as | stand outside the hospital, ready to 
enter. 


It’s not helping. 

My whole body is on alert so | take a deep breath in again. 
Nothing. 

| can’t believe I’m doing this, but I pull out my phone and 
pop in my earphones, tapping in my Headspace app and 
listen to the short meditation app meant to help with 
nervousness and anxiety. 

Yeah, he really does that to me. 

A Englishman’s voice comes on and | will admit it’s soothing 
and his words are lovely, but therein lies one of my 


problems. 


While this man’s voice is absolutely perfect for meditation, 
it’s not the kind of voice | want to hear from a man. 


| want a gruff, gravely voice that sounds like leather dipped 
in steel...also Known as the sound Austin’s pipes produce. 


“Just notice what you’re feeling, but don’t push it away,” the 
meditation app says. “Just recognize it, touching it with a 
feather instead of trying to hit it with a hammer, letting 
yourself know it’s okay—” 


| close the app mid-sentence, wanting to throw my phone 
against the wall. 


No! It’s not okay. I’m generally a risk averse person and this 
is the biggest risk of my life. | don’t have some feather 
duster or whatever the hell he was talking about. | need a 
hammer right now to pound away at this fear. 


Speaking of hammers | imagine that body of his, the one 
that’s chiseled out of stone. The one you could probably hit 
with a hammer and he’d just laugh at you. 


The man is solid as stone, thick as a tree trunk, and he 
pretty much stole my.... Yeah, don’t get your hopes up, 
Madison, only to be let down. 


Suddenly my phone vibrates. 

“Now what is it?” | yell, realizing I’m talking to myself. 

| look down and realize it’s a call...from an unknown number 
It’s probably building security asking me why I’ve been 
standing outside for fifteen minutes. Maybe they think I’m 
pregnant and scared or something. Wouldn’t that be great 
actually! Having his baby... nothing would be better, and 


that would mean he’s my first and my last. 


Wait a second. How in the world would security even have 
my number? They wouldn’t. Am I that much on edge right 


now that I’m making up scenarios in my mind that couldn’t 
even exist..like the two of us being together? 


| breathe out, not even realizing | was holding my breath 
and go ahead and accept the call. 


“Madison,” the smoky tones from his throat sound like he’s 
standing right next to me. 


“Yes,” | say softly, Knowing exactly who’s on the other line. 


“| took your number from the form you filled out. I’m very 
sorry as it’s unethical, against policy, and if you really want 
you can have me fired right now...and you’d be completely 
in the right for doing so.” 


“No. It’s okay, Dr Abbott,” | manage to Say. 


“Good, because | really like your style...the way you were 
dressed casually, comfortably, but still had an effortlessly 
cool look to you the other day.” 


“Effortlessly cool?” 


“Yeah, you know. If Steve McQueen or Paul Newman had a 
girlfriend—” Suddenly the line goes silent and then | hear 
him...growling? “If they were women, a real woman like you, 
that’s how they’d dress.” 


“Thanks,” | say, having no idea what in the world he really 
just said or where he’s going with this, but | don’t care. All | 
know is he risked everything just to call me and that’s one 
heck of a start. 


And then it hits me. I’m standing outside his work, for no 
real reason. 


“Where are you right now?” he asks. 


Butterfinger Snickers! Reese's Peanut Butter Cups! I’m so 
busted. 


“You know, just out running errands before Christmas. Last 
minute Christmas shopping and stuff...and stuff.” 


Oh my god. Did | just stay “and stuff” twice? | am totally 
busted. 


“So you're out? You’re not at home... with your parents?” 
“No. They're doing stuff and I’m doing other stuff.” 
Oh my god, not again! 


“Great. | want to pick you up and take you Christmas tree 
shopping.” 


“Christmas tree shopping?” 

“Yeah, you have great style. Me? I’m practically red-green 
colorblind, and I’m not kidding. It’s a real condition, so it’s 
always Christmas for me...sort of But this Christmas | was 
thinking of decorating up my place a bit... making it look like 
a workaholic recluse doesn’t just come there to sleep and 
eat cans of tuna, egg whites, and guacamole.” 

“You eat guacamole?” 


“Can't get enough. Best thing on earth.” 


“And it’s red and green, like Christmas.” 


“Exactly We can make some.” 
| giggle. “Christmas guacamole?” 


“Why not. We'll get a tree and make guacamole. l'Il come 
get you now.” 


“Now?” My head darts from side to side. 

“Yeah, right now Just send me your location on WhatsApp.” 
“| think something’s wrong with my phone right now,” | say. 
The line goes silent. 

“Dr Abbot?” 


“You don’t feel obliged to help me, because of your dad do 
you?” 


“No! No. No. | want to.” 
Another silence. 
“Why?” | ask. 


“Because | called you on WhatsApp and we’re talking on it 
right now.” 


“Oh,” Isay. “Well, um...right! Well, look at that will ya. It’s 
working again. What an amazing Christmas gift.” Oh my 
god I am so busted. “Let me just hang up and I'll send you 
my location then?” 


“Perfect. See you soon,” he says. 


“See you soon,” | say. 


| hear the line drop and | take off in a dead sprint away from 
the hospital. 


Holy guacamole, because | haven’t exercised in forever. 


| can feel my tits flopping every which way and my hair 
flying in my face as | trounce through the snow away from 
the hospital. 


There’s a shortcut, or at least there is when there’s not six 
inches of snow on the ground, that should put me by a 
coffee shop if | can make it that far. 


It should take just a few minutes, but at this rate, and in my 
condition the EMTs might find me face down in the snow 
before | make it. 


| can’t let that happen. 


| pump my arms and feel the burn in my thighs. The pain 
from my fall has started to heal, but it still stings a bit. 


| feel my phone vibrate in my hand, but | don’t bother to 
look at it. | already know who’s calling. 


| keep going and before long | see the coffee shop in the 
distance. 


| click on my Yelp app and check into the restaurant, leaving 
a“Yum! Dee-lish!” comment on the app and tag some piece 
of chocolate cake. 


| keep running and running and running. 


When I reach the restaurant | collapse onto my backside and 
open my WhatsApp. 


There are a of couple messages from Austin, but | don’t read 
them. | sit up and just send him my location and 
immediately fall onto my back right in the snow in front of 
the coffee shop. 


My phone vibrates again and | bring it up to my face. 
“Perfect. Just around the corner Be right there” 
Oh no. 


| roll over and push myself up, realizing my tailbone is 
getting a lot better, or the adrenaline rush and endorphins 
are kicking in that | don’t even notice it. 


He literally is a drug to me. _I’d never touch a real drug, no 
way no how not now not ever, but metaphorically speaking 
he has what | assume is a similar effect on me. Then again... 
no. Because what | feel for him is perfect, pure, natural and 
lasts forever There are no ups and downs when it comes to 
this doctor. It doesn’t matter if | see him, hear him, smell 
him, touch him, or if I’m just thinking about him. It’s always 
a rush of excitement and positivity...and that just reinforces 
what | already knew 


He’s the one, the only. And he will be mine. 


CHAPTER 6 


Austin 


“You're breathing hard. Are you still feeling the effects of 
the fall?” | ask after | open her door and help her into my 
Range Rover 


“No, I’m just...excited we’re doing this,” she says. 
“Me too,” | say. 


| want to reach over and put my hand on her lap right now, 
but not in a physical way...in a way to let her know the exact 
opposite of that...that this is a lot more than just a physical 
attraction coming from my side. 


But | know if | did put my hand on her thigh the physical 
part would become very apparent real quick. 


| watch out of the side of my eye as she takes in the interior 
of my SUV. | like how she fits in the passenger seat, how it 
seems to almost hold her in place right where she belongs. 
Next to me. 


“You're picking out a tree a bit late aren’t you?” she asks. 


“Very late. I’ve been busy with work and wasn’t really 
planning on putting one up this year. My sister called 
recently and said she might drop by so I figured | better put 
something up or she'll think I’m turning into one of those 
emotionless robots that doctor’s sometimes become.” 


“They do?” 


“It’s an easy trap to fall into. You deal with the human body 
all day and you grow accustomed to it. You see it more like a 
machine that you work on, kind of like a mechanic believe it 
or not. And then there are the emotional highs and lows, 
which go so much higher and so much lower than the 
average person would ever have to deal with on a day-to- 
day basis. There are two ways of dealing with it. The first is 
to become kind of detached from it all. To steal a way of 
thinking from the ancient Greeks, you’d basically become a 
stoic.” 


“And the other way?” 


“The more common way? Well, unfortunately that’s to 
spend all your money on fancy things after the whopping 
monthly student loan repayments that seem to drag on 
forever And that lifestyle often leads to a lot of drinking for 
one reason or another.” 


“Wow, sounds... kind of depressing.” 


“It can be but thankfully I’ve never looked at it that way. | 
got into it to help people and | still enjoy it. | remember the 
first time my little sister Lisanne got stung by a bee. My first 
thought was to remove the stinger and treat the pain. She’s 
a real go-getter, always has been always will be and that 
means she’s not afraid of scrapes and scratches, which 
meant when we were kids I got to play “doctor” a lot.” 


She smiles and I can’t help but smile too as | think back to 
all the crazy stuff we got into as kids. 


“That’s good. Your sister will see you’re enjoying the 
season.” She pauses. “When was the last time you put up a 


tree?” 


How was | not ready for this question? My brows narrow. 
“It’s been awhile,” | say, and thankfully she leaves it at that. 


A few minutes later we’re pulling into the Christmas tree lot. 
| can’t remember the last time | picked out a tree. It’s been 
so long. 


I’m quick to get out of the car and around to open her door 
for her and help her out. 


We start walking around just talking about nothing and 
everything all at once. We're kind of looking at trees, but 
that’s only an excuse to not completely stare at each other 
like two psychos. 


| can see she’s nervous, and | can’t lie... it turns me on. 

In the LA. area everyone pretends to be so cool all the time. 
To think that there’s still a shy, nice, conservative type girl 
out there anywhere fifty miles from the coast in this state is 
a godsend. 


And she’s just not that type of girl. She is the girl, and more 
accurately my woman. 


“I've got an idea,” she says. 

“Shoot,” | say. 

“Let’s play hide and go seek.” 

| look around at the trees, sizing them up. They are pretty 


tall and wide but I’m going to have a tough time hiding my 
big body. Her? She’s got it made. 


“I know what you're thinking, and you’re right. | have an 
unfair advantage, so you can go first,” she says. 


“You're on. Give me ten seconds and you'll never find me,” | 
Say. 


“| sure hope not,” she says. 


She doesn’t turn to count and | don’t turn to go hide. Our 
eyes lock on each others, and although the small lanterns 
that hang from the thin cables that are strung through the 
place aren’t on as it’s not dark yet, | can still see a light in 
her eyes...a vibrancy that shows me just how alive she is 
and how she feels about exactly what’s on my mind. 


“Can |help you guys find anything?” a voice says just before 
some kid steps close to us and slaps his hands together and 
flashes us a plastic smile. 


“You can help us by learning how to read a situation and 
getting lost,” | growl, completely losing it. 


The kid opens his mouth to say something, but by the time 
I’ve got my head turned towards him he’s ducked in- 
between a few trees and | hear his footsteps heading in the 
opposite direction... fast. 


| grab that kid by the scruff of his neck ready to teach him to 
think before he speaks. | take a deep breath, trying to calm 
myself. 


“Okay,” Madison says, her voice full of positivity. “Twenty 
seconds.” 


The sweet sound of her feminine speech has me right back 
on track. | swear she sounds like birds singing in spring and 
| could listen to her talk all day long. 


“Nineteen... eighteen.” 


| try to move away as quietly as | can, but the sound of boots 
carrying two hundred and thirty pounds of muscle isn’t 
exactly the right setup for a quiet getaway in the snow. 


| find a spot next to a couple of trees and slide in. 
On one hand | feel ridiculous. 


On the other | can’t remember the last time | let go and had 
this much fun. 


Her youthful exuberance, her smile, her...everything makes 
me feel like a kid again, albeit a very horny kid at that. 


And apparently I’m not doing a good job of hiding it because 
my sister picked up on it right away. 


She can definitely read me better than anyone, but if she 
picked up on it through the phone then I’d better be careful 
with my in-person communication from now on. The last 
thing | need is something getting back to Mike and Misty in 
regards to their daughter. Mike’s my best friend and Misty’s 
like an adopted sister to me, not to mention | introduced the 
two of them. 


To say I’m skating on thin ice by being out here with their 
daughter is the understatement of the year. 


My thoughts turn to her and how great this Christmas is 
going to be. | just need to come up with ways for us to 


spend time together without her parents finding out. 


This is So wrong it’s ridiculous, but it’s so right there’s no 
denying it. 


If | didn’t know her parents | swear I'd grab her right now 
and throw her over my shoulder like a caveman and carry 
her down to the justice of the peace and make her mine 
officially, forever. 


But she deserves way better than that. She deserves the 
world to be exact...the whole solar system and all the stars 
in the sky if | could give them to her. 


What could be better than having a big wedding celebration 
with the whole world to see me claim what’s mine? 


Only one thing. 


To put a baby in her belly. Our baby. Visual proof of how 
perfect we are together, not that we need to prove anything 
to anyone, even though proving to her parents that this is 
real is probably going to take some work. 


But | can’t think about that right now, and the more | do 
think the more | wonder why she hasn’t found me yet. | 
can’t be that difficult to locate, can I? 


| lean forward just a bit, looking right and left down the aisle, 
but still staying hidden. 


No sign of her. 
| slowly come out from being wedged in-between two 


evergreen conifers and decide it’s time to start looking for 
her. 


The thought that someone might snatch her up, harm her, or 
even bother her on my watch, or ever, has my hands balling 
up in fists and a cool sweat running from my armpits down 
the sides of my body. | can feel it under my thick clothing 
and if | find someone messing with her then I’ve got 
something they’re really going to feel. 


CHAPTER 7 


Madison 


“That meathead’s a jerk,” the guy says, stepping in-between 
me and where | want to go. 


“He’s not a meathead, he’s a doctor.” 


“Ah, so you're a gold digger then? One of those kinds of 
girls. | see how it is,” he says with a shit-eating-grin on his 
face. 


“No, you don’t see shit, son,” the rage-filled voice of a real 
man, my man, bellows out appearing out of nowhere. His 
forearm wraps around the boy’s neck, and when | say boy | 
mean a guy my age who looks like he could be in the NFL, 
but it’s just that Austin is so much bigger “And if you’ve got 
something to say, say it now,” he says, the choke-hold he 
has him in making it obvious there’s no way this boy’s 
getting any more words out until Austin says so. 


The way Austin just came out of nowhere reminded me of a 
scene in Rambo: First Blood Part IlI, where Sylvester Stallone, 
as Rambo, is hiding in the mud and when the Soviet soldier 
gets close he wraps him up from behind exactly as Austin 
has done. 


| can thank my dad for that memory, as he loved to watch 
those kinds of movies, and the fact that | once read that 
before he was a bestselling author, Stephen King used the 
original Rambo book, First Blood, as one of his two texts 


when he taught creative writing at the University of Maine. 
The other was James M. Cain's Double Indemnity. 


And if Austin squeezes much harder, this guy’s benefactors 
are about to get a double indemnity payment on an unusual 
death clause. 


Just as his face goes beet red, Austin release his grip. 
“Apologize to her” Austin demands. 

“I'm sorry,” he coughs, but it sure sounds like he means it. 
Austin spins him around, locking his hands on his upper 
arms and pulling him in so close his forehead is practically 


touching the other guy’s. 


“Now apologize to me you piece of shit,” he says softly, but | 
still pick it up. 


“I'm sorry,” he says with conviction. 


“| won’t ever give you a chance to be sorry again,” he says. 
“And that goes for trying to talk to anyone else’s woman but 
your own, if some unlucky lady is unfortunate enough to fall 
for a clown like you. You understand me?” 


“Yes, sir” 


“Good, now don’t let me see you again. Not tonight. Not 

ever. And if you see her you better hide because if | hear 

she even thinks she saw you l'Il come looking for you. You 
got that...Chad?” he says looking at his Hello: My Name is 
nametag. 


“Yes, sir” 


“Good, now get out of my face,” he says releasing his grip. 


Chad stumbles backward and runs off. | kind of thought 
Austin was going to throw him into the trees, but | see how 
there was no point in kicking him when he was down, and he 
certainly learned his lesson. 


And I learned something about myself. 


| had absolutely no clue that violence could be such a turn 
on, a big turn on. 


“I’m sorry about the way that boy treated you. It won’t 
happen again,” Austin says, as he wraps me up in a hug for 
the very first time. 


“| know,” | say, burying my head into his chest as | feel his 
cock harden against my stomach...and my upper thigh. Oh 
my god, how hung is he? 


“Any guesses where | was?” he asks. 


“Maybe over there,” | say dragging my head across his thick 
chest, feeling his rock hard pecs through his clothes against 
my cheek. When | get to the end of his chest, which takes a 
while considering he does have a big, barrel chest, | motion 
a couple times quickly towards the area | guessed. 


“You were right,” he says. “You would have found me.” 


| already did. He’s been in my thoughts and my heart longer 
than he knows. 


CHAPTER 8 


Austin 


“It only takes about fifteen minutes to make and about an 
hour and fifteen minutes to cook. It’ll be easy,” she says. 
“As soon as | get it in the oven l'Il be in to help decorate.” 


Is there anything this woman can’t do? 


She’s immediately turned my man cave into a home. My 
place is great, but it barely looks like it’s inhabited by a 
human. I’m never here more than just to catch some 2zz’s, 
so | don’t really put much time into it. 


| did spend the money though and got a great place that’s 
very comfortable. To me that was all that mattered at the 
time, but how quickly times are changing. 


It hadn’t even occurred to me that once we got the tree in 
the Range Rover that we’d need to get lights and other 
ornaments. 


| was almost to my place when she kind of curiously asked if 
| was just gonna take it home without any decorations. 


The tree was an afterthought. The most important thing | 
was taking home was her, and if she wanted some 
decorations she could dress up as Mrs. Claus and I’d be her 
Santa, all year long. 


| work on getting the tree in the base that holds it in place 
while she whips up a gingerbread cake. We thought of 


buying a gingerbread cake at the store, but she said she 
could make a better one and | definitely believe her. 


As far as I’m concerned she can do everything better, 
whether it’s making my home a warm place that | actually 
look forward to coming home to, to being a tough young 
woman who doesn’t even complain about the raspberry 
she’s got on her backside right now, or at least I’d put 
money on her having one. 


But I’m not a gambling man, nor will that change anytime 
soon. They say the only things that are for certain are death 
and taxes, but I say there’s something else. 


You can bet the house on her becoming mine, because I’m 
all in. 


| just need to be patient, although that’s the hardest thing 
I’ve ever had to do. 


Saving lives at the hospital? Piece of cake. 


Not going completely caveman on her right now and telling 
her everything | want to do to her from the bedroom to the 
alter to all the kids I’m going put in her belly? Harder than 
free-solo climbing the three thousand foot granite face of El 
Capitan in Yosemite National Park. 


And my dick is just as hard as granite right now too, and has 
been since | picked her up today. 


| open up the YouTube app on my phone and after a few 
minutes of fiddling with Internet technology, which is way 
more complicated to me than the human body, | manage to 
put together a playlist of Have Yourself a Merry Little 
Christmas by Frank Sinatra, All | Want for Christmas is You by 


Mariah Carey, Winter Wonderland and Let it Snow by Dean 
Martin, Santa Baby by Eartha Kitt and Silent Night. From 
there YouTube should be able to use its artificial intelligence 
and pick out more songs. 


Not more than a few seconds after | hit the play button, | 
turn to see her standing in the doorway looking hot as hell 
as she stirs some ingredients in a mixing bowl with some 
whisking thing, two items we also had to pick up since all | 
have here are plates, bowls, silverware and one pot for 
boiling water and eggs. 


“This is so perfect, Austin, but | have to ask...are you gonna 
make me feel like Marilyn Monroe and play Santa Baby?” 


“It’s on tap, about the fifth song | think. Had to build up to it 
first.” 


She gives me a wink. “You're amazing,” she says and then 
turns to go back into the kitchen, but very obviously wiggles 
her butt from side to side before she takes a step. 


| bite down on my fist just as she turns around and catches 
me and flashes me a smile 


| get the decorations all laid out on the couch having no idea 
what | should put where and how to make this look right. 


There is one thing | know though. We may have bought an 
angel to put on top, but the real angel is her...and she 
belongs on the top of everything everyday of the year 
because she’s my angel, now and soon to be forever. 


CHAPTER 9 


Madison 


| get the gingerbread in the oven, the whole time thinking of 
that look of hunger | caught on Austin’s face when | just 
joking around and shook my booty at him. 


There was no joking around in his expression. It was primal, 
needy, and he had to literally bite down on his hand in 
absentia of my behind. 


We spend the next hour putting decorations up on the tree. 
My favorites are the ones when he lifts me up so! can put 
them in place. The way his hands just slide under my 
armpits and lift me like I’m light as air makes me feel more 
feminine and womanly than | ever have. 


Maybe it’s the holiday spirit or all the fun we’re having 
together, but | can’t stop thinking of another way to feel 
even more complete as a woman. 


Pregnant with his child. 


It’s not the first time I’ve thought about it, but it’s the first 
time I’ve felt like it’s a real possibility. 


When the thought entered my mind before | usually tried to 
push it away thinking that being preggo with my first born 
made me a crazy woman, considering we weren’t even 
dating, he barely knew me, he probably just thought of me 
as a kid, and worse | was his best friend’s daughter. 


What a difference a little late blooming into womanhood can 
make. 


We get the tree all set up, with only the angel to put on the 
top. 


“This is definitely your job, but just so you know she'll never 
compare to you,” he says, handing me the angel as we stand 
very close. 


“Awww,” | say. 


Suddenly he squats down and picks me up, twisting me in 
the air so | land right on top of his shoulders. | feel like a kid 
again as | lean in and put the angel in its place, knowing I’ve 
found my place in this world too...here, with him. 


He starts walking around the room. 
“Where are we going?” | ask, laughing. 
“Has anyone seen Madison? | just can’t seem to find her” 


“Up here!” | say. The game is super childish and corny, but | 
can imagine us doing the same with our kids one day. 
Damn, this is too good to be true. 


“Madison? Where are you?” he says walking towards a door 
that separates two rooms. 


“Oh no, we're gonna crash!” | say bringing my hands to my 
cheeks playfully, just before he pretends like we’re walking 
down stairs, lowering down each time until he arrives at the 
couch, which he falls into and | land on the comfy pillow with 
a laugh as | fall from his shoulders. 


“That was fun. We need to do that again next year,” | say. 
“Every year,” he says moving closer to me. 
| feel my breath catch. 


“But there’s one decoration left to hang,” he says. “Come 
with me.” 


We're quickly off the couch and he goes into a closet and 
grabs some fishing wire. 


“A stringer of fish? | don’t think that’s going to smell so 
good?” 


“No need to fish when you’ve already got the ultimate 
keeper in your net, and you’ve got her home safe.” he says 
as his eyes lock on mine. 


Grabbing some small nails and a hammer he hammers them 
in on two separate walls and wraps the fishing wire around 
them. The man is so tall he doesn’t even need a ladder to 
reach. Unreal. | can’t even get into the second row of 
cabinets in the cupboard without a step stool. 


“Over here,” he says, motioning me over with a come hither 
motion from his first two fingers. The thought of those two 
big digits doing the same thing inside me has me as wet as 
the Pacific Ocean as | move towards him. 


Reaching around into his back pocket he removes some 
mistletoe that he must have grabbed when he was getting 
his tools. 


“Did you get that at the store just now?” 


“I rang it up real quick in the express aisle while you were 
getting the lights and decorations. Not getting the bag 
probably kept an entire colony of baby dolphins from going 
extinct.” 


| laugh. “So you’re saving the environment, dolphins, and 
lives by day...but who are you saving that mistletoe for?” 


Just as he hooks it in place with one hand his other hand 
grabs me by the belt hook and yanks me into his body. 


His hand slides around my back as he pulls me in tight, his 
other hand lowering as he places it just inches from my face 
as if he’s admiring me like I’m a porcelain doll that he wants 
to be so careful with when he finally goes to touch me. 


But | don’t need careful. | need what that throbbing erection 
he’s been trying to conceal all day wants. 


| need him unleashed, feral, and just as possessive as he was 
with me at the Christmas tree farm, because | know that’s 
exactly how he feels about me. 

A growl escapes his lips as his face moves closer. 

“We shouldn't be doing this,” he says. 

“| know,” | say softly 


“It’s not right.” 


“It’s more than right. It’s perfect,” | say, just before the tip 
of his first finger finds my cheek. 


“They're so high, so round, so perfect, just like everything 
about you,” he says, his finger tracing a circle around my 


cheek. “How did anything so perfect ever find its way onto 
this earth, and how did I get to be the luckiest man in the 
world to have it all for myself,” he says, his nostrils flaring, 
his gaze intensifying even more. 


| can hear his breathing as | literally see the beast inside him 
coming out as he continues leaning in closer still. 


My lips part and the pressure in my chest from my near 
exploding heartbeat has my whole body shaking in both lust 
and slight fear of this wild man before me. 


“I can’t resist you, not now, not ever,” he says. 

“| don’t want you to ever try,” | say. 

| feel his cock twitch through his clothes and mine, as it 
moves against my stomach just before he growls even 


deeper and he closes the last of the distance between us, his 
lips crashing down on mine. 


CHAPTER 10 


Austin 


| could come just from the taste of her sweet lips and the 
feeling of her hair in my hand, as my fingers slide from her 
cheek to her scalp. 


Her golden blonde locks, smooth as silk in my grasp. It 
takes all the willpower | have in my body not to knife my 
hand in her hair, spin her around and take her right here and 
now like the dog that I am. 


Damn, | want to breed her like the animal I’ve become, the 
animal she’s turned me into. 


Maybe it’s always been there, just needing the one woman 
in the universe who could bring it out of me. | don’t know 
and | don’t care. All | know is she’s mine now and | care 
about her and her happiness more than anything. 


My tongue slides into her mouth and | taste her deeper, as 
my hand on her waist slides up her back, pressing her chest 
into me tighter. 


| can feel those firm breasts of hers and her pebbled nipples 
through her top and mine. 


Fuck, | want to get her out of these clothes and lay my eyes 
on her perfect paradise of a body, her body which will soon 
become my playground for hours and hours and hours on 
end, every day of the rest of our lives. 


She moans slightly and it only causes me to lose control 
even more. | feel my muscles flexing uncontrollably, my 
cock demanding to be freed and shoved deep inside her 
channel where it belongs. 


Fuck the bastard wants to come in her so deep, so hard, so 
long that he puts twins, triplets, quadruplets, hell why not 
ten babies at once inside her. 


Every ounce of me wants a big family with her and | want it 
now. 


We need kids to join us in this holiday stuff, this kind of 
celebration that | never thought | would have as an adult 
with a family of my own. 


Now | wonder how | ever missed out on it. 
The answer is easy. 


Because being without her is to be without any of this. None 
of this is worth a single cent if she’s not here by my side to 
Share it with. 


And this time next year we're going to be celebrating 
Christmas with our first born, that’s one hundred percent 
guaranteed. 


l'II come in that sweet pussy of hers day and night until it 
takes, although | know our bodies are meant for each other 
and she’s going to milk the seed we need to get pregnant on 
the first try. 


Yeah, we're getting pregnant, not just her, because when we 
do something we do it one hundred percent together 


What’s hers is mine and what’s mine is hers, and never 
anyone else’s. 


| don’t share anything when it comes to her... not now and 
not ever. 


“You taste so damn good,” | say. 


“So do you,” she says as our faces fuck each other’s, and 
damn do I want the real thing. 


“You smell like crackling wood on a Christmas Eve fireplace 
as we lay on a bearskin rug all night long only to wake to 
Christmas morning,” she says. 

Suddenly my lips pull from hers. 

“What happened?” she asked. “What’s wrong?” 


“The gingerbread cake,” | say taking off for the kitchen, 
smelling the smoke billowing from the oven. 


| grab the fire extinguisher and open the door, spraying the 
damn thing down before there’s any chance it could harm 
my woman. 


| don’t care if the whole place goes up in flames, as long as | 
get her out of here without a scratch it’s a complete success. 


“Are you Okay?” she says from a few feet behind me as | get 
the fire extinguished. 


“Stay back,” | snarl. “I’m sorry for yelling, | just can’t stand 
the thought of something happening to you.” 


“But your place?” she says. 


“| don’t care. We're going to need a bigger place anyways 
so all the children we have can run, and laugh, and enjoy 
life. I’m moving out of here. We’re getting a yard, a couple 
of dogs... think it’s time for a horse too. Our first daughter 
is getting a pony, I’m going to make sure of it.” 


“A white one?” 

“White, purple, green, it doesn’t matter l'Il find her a 
rainbow colored one if that’s what she wants. As a matter of 
fact I’m going to get her a unicorn. Just you wait and see.” 
“I want a unicorn,” she says playfully giving me a pouty face 
that’s too cute for words. Damn, the word cute entered my 
lexicon, albeit only my thoughts but still it’s clear my mind 
is changing faster than | can keep up. 

“You are a unicorn,” | say, moving towards her taking, her 
face in my hands and kissing her hard, despite the smoke 
that’s still lingering in the room. 


“We better open the windows,” she says. “I was on fire 
before the fire, by the way.” 


“I was molten lava once | taste your lips.” 
Ding dong. 

My head recoils. 

“My dad!” she says. 

“Does he know where you are?” 


She shakes her head. 


“Go into the bedroom and wait. It’s better that way. I'll 
handle this.” 


| give her a quick, passionate kiss, and slap her on the non- 
injured cheek as she scurries off. 


“On your right!” | yell, realizing she has no idea where 
anything is, although that’s going to change real quick. 


My home is her home and we're going to get her settled in, 
but we need to do it the right way...and that starts with a 
very difficult conversation that’s waiting for me at the front 
door. 


| start opening windows to let the smell of the smoke escape. 
Ding dong. 

“Coming!” | growl, angry that we were interrupted, knowing 
that what | have to say is going to more than “interrupt” 
Mike’s whole world. 

It’s going to flip it entirely on its head and our relationship 


will never be the same...if we even have a relationship in 
just a few minutes from now. 


CHAPTER 11 


Austin 
“Sis?” | say opening the door. 


“You were expecting someone else? Whoa what’s that 
smell?” 


“| just didn’t know you'd be here so...soon. Just doing a little 
cooking, ya know.” 


“So soon? Flights from Hawaii to LA. take just under six 
hours, not four days. And since when do you cook?” 


“Is that when we spoke? Four days ago?” 

“Wow, you're really in deep with this girl,” she says, as she 
stomps off her boots outside and then steps in. | take her 
coat. “I want to meet her The one who probably inspired 
you to cook whatever it is you just burnt,” she jokes. 


At this point | don’t even consider denying it or making up a 
story. I’m all in and | know Madison is too. 


“How about now?” 
“Oh,” she says, taking a step back. “I can come back later if 
“Don’t even think about it,” | say, taking her by the arm and 


leading her into the room to show her I’m being completely 
sincere. 


As much as I want to enjoy my time with Madison, family 
always comes first, and in this instance | have my forever 
family in the form of my sister, and my future family in the 
form of my Madison and my sister | want them to meet. It 
will be good. 

“Madison, you can come on out,” | say. 

“Madison?” my sister says. “I don’t remember anyone in 
your graduating class, or anyone you used to know with that 
name.” 

“She’s not from my graduating class.” 

“My graduating class?” my sis asks. 

“Next spring’s graduating class,” | say. 


My sister’s jaw about hits the floor as Madison’s head pops 
around the corner of the doorjamb. 


“Madison...Moore? Isn't that Mike and Misty’s...” 
| nod. “Sure is.” 


“Hi,” Madison says, the rest of her body coming into view as 
she quickly makes her way to offer my sister her hand. 


“Hi. Nice to see you again after all this time,” my sister says 
with a smile, before turning to me. 


“Ooh, you two are gonna be in trouble aren’t you?” 


“You have no idea,” | say. “Let me mix up some spiked 
eggnog and we can play a game or something. Are you 


staying, sis?” 

“Well... m...” 

“Of course you are. Where’s your car?” 
“Parked out front.” 

“Your bag is in there?” 

“Yeah.” 


“I'll grab it a bit later Let’s relax for a minute, or maybe you 
want to take a shower first.” 


“Yeah, that would be great.” 
“Let me get your bag then.” 


She gives me her keys and | go out to her car, taking my 
time. Me being out of the house almost forces the two of 
them to talk, which is a good thing. | don’t foresee any 
issues between the two of them anyways, but it’s good that 
they’re getting to know each other right away. 


And with my sis taking a quick shower it gives me time to let 
Madison kind of catch her breath after the scare we just 

had. After my sister’s all cleaned up from being on an 
airplane, we can have fun as a family, which is what the 
holidays are about in the first place. 


As much as | want to be alone with my woman this is almost 
too good to be true. Lisanne is way better with people than | 
am and she can give me some advice on how to approach 
this situation. She’s the best sister anyone could ever have 


and totally nonjudgmental, unlike what I’m expecting from 
Mike and Misty. 


And Lisanne, although always welcome, will only be staying 
a night before she goes and stays at her friend’s place closer 
to her filming location. She likes staying there and it’s a 
perfect fit for her so it’s a win win situation. 


And then my woman and | can pick up where we left off... 
alone. 


CHAPTER 12 


Madison 
Christmas Eve 


| still feel warm and fuzzy inside from the night | spent at 
Austin’s house as | got to know him and his sister better. 


We played so many fun games and the spiked eggnog made 
something that was already a great time that much more 
enjoyable. 


We started out with a game called Candy Canes, which is 
played exactly like the games Spoons, just with candy 
canes. 


Then we switched to one of my favorites that | think we 
pretty much just made up on the spot, called Snowball 
Throw. In that one we took turns trying to toss 
marshmallows, or “Snowballs”, into each other’s mouths. 
One point for each marshmallow “caught.” 


Of course there was Christmas Guess Who, where everyone 
has an “answer” written out on a piece of paper and then 
sticks it to their forehead, having to ask questions that 
match the answer in order to be able to ask more questions 
and eventually guess what in the world is on their on 
forehead. 


We went on to play Christmas Charades, Two Truths and a Lie 
- Christmas Edition, and we topped it off with the funniest 
game I’ve ever played called Jingle in the Trunk. In it you 


start out with twelve jingle bells placed inside an empty 
tissue box, which you tie around your waist with Christmas 
ribbon. Then by dancing, prancing, doing the jingle bell 
hop, and just generally acting a fool, you have to try and get 
all twelve bells to exit the tissue box. Oh, and you can’t use 
your hands so the crazier the better I think | even twerked! 


As the afternoon turned to evening and evening turned to 
night, | texted my parents that | wouldn’t be home, instead 
passing out in Austin’s arms. We got in more than a few 
kisses, but that was the extent of it. 


The next day he snuck me home and then today, on 
Christmas Eve, here | am taking an Uber to his house so we 
don’t run the risk of getting caught, and so | can be at his 
door the minute he finishes his shift. 


Originally he was scheduled to work Christmas Eve, like 
every Christmas Eve and Christmas before, but this year, at 
the last second, he requested off. 


He said his boss was shocked and admitted his boss said the 
same thing his sister had said. “I want to meet her.” 


It seems everybody’s shocked that Austin is finally seeing 
someone, but nobody is more shocked than me. 


In all the years I’ve wished for toys and specific dolls and 
gifts and things like that | never knew my biggest Christmas 
wish would come when I was an adult. 


And the best part was | was about to get it too. 


Christmas Eve with him, and waking up on Christmas 
morning in his arms. 


My Uber rolls up to his house just after he pulls up. 
“Perfect timing,” | say. 


“It’s always perfect timing, perfect everything, when it 
comes to you.” 


He reaches in his pocket to pay for my ride but | insist. 
Unfortunately he’s too fast and he manages to pass off the 
fare and what looks to be a nice holiday bonus to the driver. 
| guess that way he accepts and doesn’t let the two of us 
“fight” over who pays. 

“Thank you,” I say “But you didn't’ have to.” 


“I Know, and that’s the best part. | want to, just like | want 
you.” 


“| pay for the next thing,” | say. 

“Never” 

“Austin,” | say, putting my hands on his hips. 

“Okay. You can pay for ice creams in the spring when you 
graduate and get your first job, if you decide you want to 


work.” 


“Decide | want to work?” I giggle. “I have to make money 
somehow. LA.’s not cheap.” 


“I make more than enough money for all the things we want 
to do in this life, and | know most of them like going to the 
beach, hiking Yosemite, and traveling don’t really cost that 


much anyways. You don’t have to work a single day in your 
life if you don’t want to. | promise.” 


The sound of his commitment to me melts my heart and 
takes away a huge burden post-graduation, especially 
considering it’s tougher and tougher to get a job these days 
and a lot of students graduate with mountains of student 
debt. 


His words of commitment have me wondering if he has 
something a little more official planned for tonight or 
tomorrow, but | don’t want to get my hopes up so early and 
in no way do! expect that at this point. 


But I won’t lie. It would be the icing on the cake that would 
make this the ultimate December to remember. 


The minute we step inside the first thing I notice is he’s 
added two stockings, one with each of our names on it. 


There are presents under the tree we decorated, and there’s 
even one with my name on it on the table next to a store- 
bought gingerbread cake this time. And it’s not justa 
gingerbread cake, but a gingerbread cake house. 


| take one gift out of the top of my oversized Macy’s bag 
which | saved and hand it to him. “This one you can open 
now,” | say. 


“And I’ve got one for you now too,” he says, handing me the 
one from the table. 


We both shake them at the same time and funny enough 
they sound the same. We laugh and he leans in and gives 
me a big ol’ kiss, which warms my heart and makes me know 


that although | may not be at “my house” this Christmas, | 
certainly am home. 


We lock eyes and then quickly bend at the knees like we’re 
about to race as we tear into our gifts. Normally | open my 
gifts slowly, trying to keep the wrapping paper pristine, but 
for some reason I’m just having so much fun the thought 
doesn’t even enter my mind and my OCD “bell” that | 
sometimes hear in my mind doesn’t ring. 


As soon as we get the wrapping paper off, tossed to the side, 
and the lids of we can’t stop laughing. 


| hold up my ugly Christmas sweater and he does the same. 
| was hoping he would be okay with the joke, but apparently 
the joke was on me too. 


“Let’s put them on!” | say. 


“Race ya,” he says, pulling his hospital scrub up and over his 
head, and in the process his T-shirt too, revealing his eight- 
pack abs and that lower abdominal V-shape that leads right 
to the main attraction. 


| freeze for a second taking in the sight of his rock hard 
body, feeling my knees go weak before remembering it’s a 
race and | have to put my sweater on faster. 


Feeling totally fearless, | quickly unbutton my blouse, my 
eyes looking down to make sure | get them all before | go to 
yank my arms out through the sleeves, and just as | do | feel 
his big, strong hands take my sides as he pulls my bare 
tummy against his body. 


My face finds his bare chest and my lips part, a whimper 
escaping me as my hands come up to feel his massive 


muscles as | kiss his pectoral muscle feeling it ripple from 
the sensation of my lips on his skin. 


All that pent up energy from the other day comes roaring 
back with a vengeance. 


But this time there is no stopping us. 


CHAPTER 13 


Austin 


“If you only knew all the things | want to do to you,” | growl, 
her hands on my body and her lips on me has my cock 
throbbing. 


“Tell me. Tell me what you want to do to me.” 


“Before | do you | have to know you’re ready for it, because 
the things I tell you are exactly the things I’m going to do to 
you, you can count on it.” 


“I'm ready.” 


“Last chance. Make sure, because once we cross the 
Rubicon there’s no going back.” 


“I've already jumped over the Rubicon and kicked the bridge 
into the river a thousand miles below. I’m committed and 
I’m all yours.” 


From the depths of my belly a noise befitting of my inner 
beast rises, rumbling through my core and leaving through 
my chest. It never even made it to my throat, let alone out 
my mouth, but it’s just as powerful, dominant, hungry, and 
possessive all the same. 


“It starts with me burying my dick so far inside your pussy 
and filling it with my seed that you have no choice but to 

become pregnant with my child. | want to breed you until 
we can’t anymore, and then do it again. | want to kiss you 


so hard it makes your head spin, and | want to slap that sexy 
ass of yours, on the side that’s not injured of course, and 
leave a mark letting you know just who owns it...and you. 
You're mine woman. Mine and no one else’s, ever, and you 
will have my babies... our babies.” 


Her tongue slides across her lips. 


“I’m going to fill your pussy, which is now our pussy, with 
and leave my dick so far inside that my baby batter stays 
pressed up inside you so damn deep you have twins. And 
then I’m gonna come inside you again and again and again, 
only taking a second in-between to let you catch your breath 
and lick your wounds from the way I’m going to lose control. 
I’m not going to hurt you, not ever, but I’m going to make 
sure you feel it... make sure you know you're getting taken 
by aman, a real man, the one and only man who will not 
only ever see that body, but know what it feels like to have 
it, to possess it, and to put his babies in it.” 


“Yes,” she whimpers. 


“And in those moment when you’re catching your breath 
after being fucked the way you deserve, I’m going to run 
around the room like a six hundred pound gorilla beating my 
chest as the biggest, baddest motherfucker on the planet, 
and that’s exactly how l'Il feel and what I'll be as adrenaline 
rips through my veins knowing the alpha female of the 
entire jungle chose me to mate with.” 


“Mate with me,” she says. “Make me yours.” 


I’m losing my damn mind referring to her as a gorilla but 
damn, that’s what we are. Fuck lions, we’re the king and 
queen of the jungle, the concrete jungle that is LA, and the 
whole damn world. 


“But you have to know something first,” she says and | 
pause. 


“Anything,” | say taking her face in my hands and holding it 
tight. “It doesn’t matter We'll get through it. It doesn’t 
change anything, don’t you worry.” 


“Are you sure?” 


My lips crash down hard on hers and when | pull my face off | 
roar just like the manic monkey | just described myself to be. 


“| want you hard. | want you deep. | want every inch... but it 
might take some time.” 


“We've got our entire lives, beautiful.” 
“Not that long, | just mean... tonight.” 


| look at the concern in her eyes and | want to rip the eyes 
out of whoever made her feel this way. 


“What’s wrong? What aren't you telling me? Just say it and 
l'II make it better no matter the cost.” 


“You're going to make it better, I’m sure of that. Actually 
you're going to make it the best, make my ache go away and 
only get worse at the same time.” 


“Your ache?” 


“The way my cunt has called out for you for three years. | 
waited, never knowing if this moment was just a crazy idea, 
a dream that could never be my reality. But | promised 
myself l’d hold out. It was hard because | never got this 


chance, but it was the easiest thing in the world too because 
you have no competition. | never even considered another. 
Never even looked at another man. Man...huh. Real men 
are so far and few between these days and the most real of 
all men has his hands on me now It’s what I’ve waited for... 
forever.” 

“You're telling me?” 

She nods. 

“Never?” 

She shakes her head. 


“Uhhh,” I growl the sound continuing on for long second 
after second, seemingly unable to ever end. 


“I knew you were innocent. | could see it in your eye.” 

“I hope that doesn’t disappoint you.” 

“Disappoint me? Woman, that’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever 
heard and everything you Say is either beautiful, sexy, fun 
or some combination of all three, so that’s saying a lot.” 
“Are you sure?” 


“I’m so sure | have a confession of my own.” 


“It’s okay. | don’t care if there were women before. All | care 
about is that | know there will never be anymore after me.” 


The growling continues. | can’t turn it off right now even if 
someone offered me a million dollars, not that money means 


a damn thing to me anymore. Not with her standing here, 
and with her in my life 


“We're one in the same.” 
“What?” she says. 


“I’m the same. | never go in halfway. I’m all or nothing and 
there was never anyone even close to being close to 
anything when it came to someone who I wanted. Never 
Sure, part of me was busy with med school and being a 
doctor and everything that goes with it, but | never meta 
woman that I felt anything for, not even a spark... until you. 
Until you came hobbling in looking so damn beautiful, and 
you didn’t even know it. No attitude. No makeup. Just 
perfect in a city full of people striving for perfection, and 
missing by a country mile.” 


| pause looking at her, needing her now before | explode. 


“| thought the San Andreas Fault had moved when you 
walked in. My whole world shifted and nothing could ever 
be the same again. | needed you as mine that moment, 
knew you would be mine. Knew I would claim you and 
possess everything about you from the inside to the out 
forever, and that you would be the same when it came to 
me.” 


“You mean?” she says, with an extreme look of surprise as 
her eyes open wide. 


“Damn right. | never knew who I was waiting on or if that 
day would ever come... until it did. And now I know with 
absolute certainty and clarity, baby girl. It was you. It was 
always you.” 


Her lips open and | kiss her with a ferocity that should be 
reserved for wild animals only, but that’s exactly what she’s 
turned me into and just as | told her there’s no going back 
now, there’s no going back for me either. 


“Now you know,” I say “And now l'Il ask you again, now that 
there is nothing to hide from either of us. It’s time for my 

virgin cock to slide deep inside your virgin pussy... my rock 
hard cock in your tight little virgin pussy. Tell me I’m right. 


” 


“You're right.” 


“My unclaimed cock and your unclaimed cunt, becoming 
one together Connecting in a way where we won't be able 
to tell where one of us ends and the other begins. To feel 
your skin on mine as our bodies slide across the other all 
night and into the morning as we move in rhythm, creating 
heat, friction, sweat and everything that goes with it.” 


“Everything. | want it all. | want all of you. | want to watch 
your eyes roll back in your head as you’re on top of me 
thrusting deep only for your body to suddenly still as you fill 
me the only Christmas gift | want... your child, our child. | 
want to smell your musky scent Knowing you’re sweating, so 
hot, you can’t be controlled your skin so red-hot despite it 
being so cold, and your body has to do all it can to cool you 
down. | want to watch your face as you taste me, tell me 
how | taste. | want to hear you when you yell like a feral 
beast, a wolf under the moonlight, as you cry out your claim 
to the world, a world which will never know anything about 
the other as only we do as our secrets will remain that. | 
want our knowledge of each other’s bodies to go so deep we 
could draw a map of the other’s body, blindfolded just with 
some graphite on our fingers and a tiny pencil in our 
tongues. To know you so damn intimately | can smell you in 
my dreams, hear your snarls in my sleep, as | reach out for 


you in the night only to find out you are there, you’re always 
there... right behind me, holding me and keeping me safe 
from harm, from everything.” 


“Ahhhh!” | moan, her words pushing me over the edge 
sending my already sky-high testosterone levels soaring. 


| grab her and pick her up, her legs wrapping around my 
waist as | pull her in tight and kiss her face letting her know 
it’s mine. 

She’s all mine, all right. 


And dammit it’s time to take her once and for alll. 


CHAPTER 14 


Madison 


“Oh god,” | gasp, his tongue taking the inside of my mouth, 
fucking it, possessing it, claiming it as his. 


His hand reaches for the back of my bra and he yanks it 
hard. | feel the metal hooks snap and my breasts are freed, 
and he dives in head first as he holds me suspended in the 
air, sucking my nipple as his hand squeezes my tit into his 
mouth, sucking it as if he’s trying to memorize the flavor of 
my skin. 


“I’m so damn hard for you,” he says, his mouth coming off 
me while his other hand knives in my hair, pulling it back 
and kissing me right in the valley in-between my breasts. 
“Is your tailbone okay?” 

“Yes, don’t stop,” | say, glad he’s concerned, but right now | 
don’t care about anything other than getting his cock deep 
inside me. 

A groan of my own escapes my lips as he takes my mouth 
harder, my nails digging into his back as our sweaty skin 
presses together. 

“Tell me how fucking amazing this feels,” he says. “Tell me.” 


“Perfect. Keep going,” | demand and he does. 


“And | can’t wait to feel how perfect it feels to be inside 
you,” he says, as | feel his grip tighten at his own words. 


| reach down and stick my hands straight down his pants, 
frantically searching for what | want, but | don’t have to look 
far, or hard to find his hardness. 


He’s stiff as a flagpole and just as vertical as | reach for his 
dick like a lever, wanting to pull it, and sit on it as he fills me 
with everything he’s got and everything | want so badly. 


“That’s what’s going to put a baby inside you,” he says. “l 
know you’re ready.” 


“I've been ready. Give it to me.” My breath catches, my 
heart pounding. 


“Tell me how wet you are first.” 


“Dripping. Drenched. Ready for you to slide right in and 
own me.” 


“Let me see for myself,” he says, carrying me to the bedroom 
and tossing me onto the bed, my back bouncing off the 
mattress as he quickly slides out of his pants and yanks his 
underwear off, his gigantic cock springing up, out, and back 
up again like a massive, thick, diving board. 


“Show me what’s mine. Spread your legs and show me our 
pussy.” 


| make quick work of the rest of my clothes and when I get 
down to my underwear | freeze. 


“Don’t be shy now. It’s not just your pussy anymore, 
remember? It’s ours, and | want what’s ours. Time to make 


my claim.” 


| slide out of my white, lacy panties and toss them to the 
side. 


“Open your legs, beautiful. | can’t take this anymore.” 


| do as I’m told and just as my legs open so does his mouth 
as his eyes widen and he growls at my slit. 


“Wider” 


| keep spreading, watching his hunger reach a fevered pitch 
that looks like he needs to write himself a prescription for his 
own addiction...me. 


“You're so wet, so sparkling, so glistening, so pristine... and 
only mine. Mine,” he repeats. 


“Yours,” | say, my word like a starter pistol at a sprint as he 
dives right onto the bed and buries his face in-between my 
thighs, licking straight up the middle, cleaning my wetness 
with one swipe of his big, thick tongue that has my eyes 
fluttering. 


His tongue comes up flicks my bud before coming off and 

then he sends it diving deep inside me, finding places and 
nerve endings my fingers never have as | cry out and grab 
the sheets, my fists balling up the fabric as my nails grind 
into my palms through the cotton. 


“Ummm,” he moans, sending vibrations into me and through 
me. 


| feel my body quiver slightly and | try and hold on. 


“Let go,” he says, in a voice where I can barely make out the 
words. | have to feel them through my opening and 
interpret the vibrations of their pitch and tone. 


“What?” | say, my mind spinning too hard to make out the 
words. 


“Let go. | can feel you’re close. Let go in my mouth and let 
it flow out on my face. | want to taste your sweetness in 
every way, all ways, always.” 


“Oh god,” | say quickly, my mind racing and my blood 
pounding. 


“Feed me. Feed my face with your juices. Let me drink from 
your luscious loins.” 


“Oh Austin!” | say and | can’t hold it anymore. 


| feel like a typhoon inside me lets loose and the gates of 
hell open as my body shakes and shivers before | get a 
heavenly feeling like I’m floating on a cloud as | unload on 
him just like he wanted. 


“Ummm. Errr More!” he says as he drinks up every drop | 
can give before sliding in two fingers and sending a second 
wave right through me. 


He takes my bud in his mouth, rolling it around, as I climax 
on his face again. 


Frantically dropping my bud his attention bounces back to 
cleaning my cunt like his tongue is a towel, making sure not 
to spill a drop. 


“Damn woman,” he says along moment later, as his face 
rises up from in-between my thighs and his eyes lock on 
mine for the first time since he dove onto the bed, and into 
me. 


“I wish you could taste yourself just to know how amazing 
you are in every damn way.” 


| freeze, not sure what to say. 
“Not now. It’s not the time,” he says. 
“| want to taste you.” 


“That comes later too, because right now you’re not going to 
taste me... you’re going to feel me. All of me.” 


CHAPTER 15 


Austin 


If she knew how badly | wanted to milk that pussy of hers 
right now, squeezing out every drop of her juices from the 
inside into a glass to drink later she would turn and run in 
the other direction. 


But that’s how damn incredible she tastes to me. How 
perfect. How she gives me energy, makes me feel alive, 
makes me feel more than human, like I’m an unstoppable 
force, a beast. 


And now that this beast has had a taste | will not be 
stopped. 


| mount her, placing the crown of my cock at her opening, 
not sure how much of the wetness on the tip is my precome 
and how much is from the lubrication she’s already started 
producing again. 


| lean forward, placing one finger on her bottom lip. Her 
head moves forward, taking my entire finger in her mouth 
without ever breaking her eye contact with me. 


My other hand grabs my shaft hard at the sight of it, and | 
flick my cock through her folds readying both of us for 
what’s so damn close to happening. 


“You feel how hard you make me?” 


She nods, still taking my finger in and out of her mouth until 
her lips slide off the tip. “I want my hands to switch places 
with your hand. | want to hold your shaft as | work your dick 
into my mouth until | can take it all.” 


“Not first. My first seed is for inside you, and I’m going to be 
so deep inside you when | let that load loose.” 


“I'm ready,” she says, her hand coming forward as she 
places it on mine. 


| lift my hand off my cock and let her wrap her tiny little 
hand around it, coming up way short of being able to grip 
my entire girth. 


“You're ready?” 
She nods. 


“Show me you’re ready. | want to watch you put my cock 
inside you, but I’m warning you, once you do you better pull 
your hand back and out of the way or you might lose it 
because I’m going to lose all ability to control what comes 
next.” 


“I'm ready,” she says. 


She leans in slightly, her eyes closing and damn mine do 
too, just before our lips meet and she guides my crown 
inside and everything | thought | knew about life and the 
human body and everything inside it from years of being a 
doctor changes in a flash. 


Her hand slides onto my thigh and | rock inside her, 
breathing in deeper than I’ve ever breathed before as | place 
my nose right against the nape of her neck, smelling her 


sweet pheromones knowing I’ve found paradise inside her, 
with her, and connected to her as one. 


She whimpers slightly and I pull my cock back, but don’t 
leave her No fucking way that’s happening. 


| stay inside, gliding in deeper on my second stroke as she 
takes more of me. 


“You're so tight.” 
“You're so thick.” 


The words have me growling again, | can’t control my damn 
self as my hips start to rock as | move in and out of her in 
rhythm, going deeper, and opening her wider every fiver or 
ten strokes or so, not that there’s anyway I could count even 
if | wanted to right now. 


“More,” she moans and | push past the sensation of her walls 
gripping my cock trying to make me unload already, and 
damn is the thought tempting. 


The faster | fill her with my seed, the quicker our first kids 
are on their way. 


“You opened up for me, my woman?” 
She nods and | kiss her hard again, holding the kiss as | 
move in deeper and deeper until | feel my balls bouncing off 


her body and | completely lose it. 


| grab her hips and thrust with reckless abandon, her body 
flailing like a rag doll. 


“Oh fuck. Oh yes!” she says. 


“I can’t help myself,” | say. 


“Don’t. Don’t stop!” she yells, and | keep going, only moving 
faster and faster and faster, feeling my balls pull up and 
knowing it’s only a matter of seconds. 


“I’m gonna...uh!” | moan as | thrust twice more and tilt my 
hips, burying my dick inside her as far as it will go. 


Ti r n 
l'm... 


| feel her pussy lock and take hold just as the volcano inside 
me which has been dormant my entire life erupts sending 
my hot geysers one after another deep inside her as she 
sends her own sticky juices back in return. 


My eyes close and it’s like the entire world stands still. | 
couldn’t tell you my name or what planet | was on right 
now. All | know is I’m more alive than I’ve ever been in my 
entire life... because of her. 


My cock jerks and jerks filling her with my warm gift as her 
body flops and flails on the bed like she’s possessed by 
something. 

She is. 

By me. 

Neither one of us can stop until finally both our bodies still 
and | completely lose all muscle control as | fall face first, 


face-planting on the bed right next to her. 


I’ve done a similar move before after a twenty-four, or more 
shift. But that kind of exhaustion is completely different. 


This is something that can’t be topped. 
It’s one thing to pass out after saving a life. 


It’s entirely another to do the same after creating one, or 
more. 


But there’s no way I’m passing out yet. | try and take deep 
breaths to get myself under control but it’s no use. | relax 
and let my body go where it wills until finally my mind 
comes back into the room and | can feel my fingers, toes, 
and my cock, which is still hard as a steel pipe and still 
buried deep inside her. 


“You okay?” | ask leaning over and pushing her sweaty hair 
back and out of her face so I can plant a gentle kiss on her 
forehead. 


She doesn’t say anything as she just stares up at the ceiling 
looking like she seen a ghost. 


Maybe she did and maybe it was the ghosts of Christmas 
present and future, because as far as I’m concerned that’s 
all there is anymore. 


There is no past. All my thoughts are of this moment, and 
the future we’re going to have with our own family. 


All the years of getting them off to bed so Santa can bring 
their presents, and we’re going to have the best kids ever 
and spoil them every chance we get, but not so much that 
they’re not good little people that grow up to be big people. 


| never understood the appeal women have for little things. 
Babies, puppies, kittens...1 didn’t get it. 


Until now. 


Now the thought of something so tiny, so fragile, that the 
two of us made together is mind blowing. Something so 
small that it has no choice but to give us its complete trust 
that we'll do everything we can not only to make sure it’s 
safe and warm, but grows up to be an amazing person... just 
like its mother. 


Because everything in my life, and there’s, will always start 
and end with the matriarch. 


Her. The best Christmas gift | could have ever received. 


But she’s not just my Christmas gift...she’s my everything. 


CHAPTER 16 


Madison 


Not only is this the steamiest night I’ve ever had, not that | 
have anything to compare it to, but still, it’s also the most 
fun I’ve ever had. 


Somewhere in-between cuddling up on the couch watching 
bits and piece of Christmas movies, eating gingerbread 
cake, and playing Christmas songs we get the crazy idea to 
run outside and build a snowman. 


There’s a part of Austin’s small yard where no one can see 
in, and of course we build it there. No way is Austin letting 
anyone else put their eyes on my uncovered body. 


The first run out we're still hot from all the friction from our 
bodies rolling around on top of the sheets, and we only get 
the bottom ball of the snowman made. 


We run back inside for another romp and some gingerbread 
cake “fuel” and then back out to add the second ball. 


With still the head to go we curl up on the couch and start 
watching the classic film, A Christmas Story. 


We fast forward to the part where the twelve-year-old 
Haverford boy gets his tongue stuck on the pole after 
accepting a “triple dog dare” from his classmate, Ralphie. 


“We could try that,” | say leaning my head around to look at 
Austin. “I know I'd like to try putting my tongue on your 


pole, and you don’t even have to triple dog dare me.” 


Moments later I’m moving into position so | can taste him for 
the first time. 


Now | know why he was losing it when he first put his mouth 
to my middle. He may not be sweet, but that’s the last thing 
| want out of my man. 


His salty, musky goodness fills my throat moments later and 
| swallow it all down, accepting his gift and already looking 
forward to doing it again. 


Our bodies are hot again, but not that hot since we weren’t 
making so much skin-to-skin contact. This time we put on 

only our ugly sweaters and boots and run out into the yard 
to complete the snowman. 


The whole thing is too funny, and | can’t believe | feel more 
like a kid on what has now turned into Christmas morning, 
than | ever did when | was young. 


My childhood was great, no doubt, but doing these things so 
unexpectedly as an adult is just a whole other level of fun... 
not that | got naked and built a snowman as a kid mind you. 


And of course once we’re inside and | ask Austin for a candy 
cane, he offers me his very own. 


| had no idea there could be so many sexual innuendos tied 
to Christmas, and | even joke that he should use some of the 
wrapping ribbon to tie my hands behind my back, which he 
does and it leads to a mind-blowing climax. 


“You're going to need to re-examine all of me for bruises 
after tonight,” | say as he cuts me free. “Do | need to 


schedule a follow-up appointment, doctor?” 


“All you need is me, and you’ve got me. And in your case, 
and your case alone, l'Il always see you via house call.” 


“Thank you,” | say, winking at him. 


“And for the record I’ve been examining you all night and | 
must say you are the most perfect female specimen the 
world has ever scene.” 


My cheeks heat, and | can’t help but blush at his words. 


“So perfect in fact that the thought of never waking up on 
Christmas morning, or any morning, and not having you by 
my side is something | don’t ever want to ever have to think 
about. | want you as mine, this morning, and every morning 
and every day and night and all the times in-between... 
forever.” 


He drops down to one knee and, from where | don’t know, 
pulls a small, black, velvety box, opening it up showing mea 
sparkling diamond ring inside. 


“All | want for Christmas is you. Be mine this Christmas and 
always. Marry me.” 


My hands shoot up to my face and | feel the tears streaming 
down. | go to open my mouth and say the words but nothing 
comes out. I'm still in complete shock. | can’t even believe 
this is happening. 

How did this girl get so lucky? 


Easy, because | got him. 


| nod, and finally my vocal cords remember how to do their 
job as | say, “Yes.” 


He slides the ring on my finger just as the lights on the tree 
change from the slow on and off to blinking very rapidly as if 
a celebration is in order, and one most certainly is. 


With my newly ringed ring finger, | place my hands on his 
face and lift him up to me, kissing him hard. 


“I'll be yours this Christmas all right...and forever, because | 
love you.” 


“| love you,” he says. 


CHAPTER 17 


Madison 
Sitting on Austin’s couch completely naked eating bacon 
with my fingers, one sporting a huge diamond, is not how | 
expected to spend my Christmas morning, but is it ever 
great...because we're doing it together. 
We've got Christmas music turned on again in the 
background. It’s playing very lightly as we watch the snow 
fall outside. 
| hear a strange vibrating sound and my eyebrows furrow. 


My phone? 


“Oh shoot,” | say, realizing | totally forgot to call my 
parents. They’re surely expecting me to be home by now. 


| run for my phone and get it on the fifth vibration. 
“Where are you?” my dad asks. 
“l'm on my way,” | say. 


“You're supposed to spend the holidays with your family. 
You know that. What’s gotten into you?” 


| swallow hard and try not to laugh. Technically | am with 
my family... my new family. And in regards to what’s gotten 
into me? Him...a lot! 


“I know. I’m sorry. I'll be over shortly.” 


“Hurry up. Your brothers and sister are waiting on you so we 
can start opening gifts. Do you have any idea how hard it is 
to tell a five and an eleven-year-old they can’t open their 
presents when they’ve been staring at them since five in the 
morning” 


“I’m sorry. Coming now,” | say, hanging up the phone. | can 
imagine five-year-old Maverick going crazy being able to see 
his gifts but not open them. Maya, at eleven, is probably 
just as anxious to get going. Luckily for my parents, Mason 
is eighteen and “too cool” for Christmas at his age. 


My dad is right. | do need to get home even though I want 
to stay here. This transition from being single to engaged 
happened so fast, even for me. Now I have to come up with 
a way to ease my family into it. 


Considering I’m going to come strolling home, or their home, 
sporting a huge rock on my finger is going to go over about 
as well as an old shoe in the Christmas punch bowl. 
“Everything okay?” Austin asks, leaning against the 
doorjamb completely naked, looking sexy and masculine as 
hell. 

“I’m so, so, sorry, but I really have to go home.” 

“I'll go with you, and don’t worry. | completely understand.” 
“Are you sure you want to do that?” 

“Are you kidding me? We're a team now, officially We do 


things together and go places together, not to mention face 
challenges together No way I’m going to send you over to 


your family by yourself and let you give them the news all 
alone. That’s definitely not the kind of guy! am. Plus! want 
to see the smiles on your parents faces when they hear your 
dad’s best friend and his daughter are engaged.” 


| knit my brows and look at him curiously. “You think they're 
going to be happy to hear that?” | ask. Does he know my 
dad that much better than | do, because in no way do | 
expect that kind of reaction. 


“Honestly? I’m trying to be positive, but in reality | know 
we're about to walk right into the eye of the hurricane,” he 
says. 


We both laugh, but our laughs quickly turned to concerned 
looks as we know this Christmas morning we’ve got a 
surprise gift for my family that their first thought will be to 
take back for a full refund, but there’s no going back, just 
like Austin said. 


And now | have to be prepared to get yelled at, possibly 
cursed at, and we may have to come right back over here to 
avoid the accurately described eye of the hurricane. 


I’m no weather girl, but | know this hurricane is going to 
leave a complete mess in its wake, and there might even be 
some serious destruction. 


Time to show my parents | am an adult and | can be with 
whoever | want, even if he is eighteen years my senior and 
my dad’s best friend. 


| swallow hard. Yeah, this isn’t going to be good. 


“| got you, woman,” he says wrapping his arms around me 
sensing my growing anxiety. 


“We're gonna get through this together Just let me take the 
lead and everything will be okay. l'Il make your dad see that 
this is real, true, and perfect.” 


CHAPTER 18 


Madison 


“You what?” my dad says, his stance widening as he growls 
at Austin. 


“Mike, please sit down,” Austin says, but my dad’s thinking 
the exact opposite. 


He flies across the room throwing his fists wildly at Austin 
who catches the first mid-throw with his bare hand, but the 
other lands right in Austin’s gut. My dad is almost as big as 
Austin so this is like watching two grizzly bears go at it on 
National Geographic. 


And | hate it. 
“Stop!” my mom yells, but it’s no use. 


Austin tries to wrap up my dad, refusing to throw a punch at 
him while my dad tries to break his arms free throwing 
punches wildly, but he’s too close to Austin to get anything 
on his punches, not to mention Austin’s muscles are too 
thick to take much damage from short jabby shots that 
mostly graze him or he deflects. 


“Calm down, Mike,” Austin says. 


| hate watching this, but | can’t take my eyes off it at the 
same time. 


“Go to your room,” my mom says scurrying the kids off out 
of the living room. 


She turns to look at me as she’s hunched over trying to 
maneuver my brothers and sister away from the ruckus, and 
just shakes her head at me. 


That’s actually the worst part of this... feeling that my mom 
is SO disappointed in me while this crazy melee plays out 
right in front of us. 


| feel like I’m having an out of body experience, my feet 
stuck in quicksand as | see everything that’s happening 
around me but I’m just frozen in place. 


In a way it’s like time stands still and as crazy as it sound | 
can see that Austin’s ability to keep a cool head, even in an 
absolute crazy time like this, is going to be huge when we 
do have our first kid. 


Knowing he won’t get rattled over all night crying, or 
multiple diaper changes, or any of the other tough parts of 
being a parent is very comforting. 


My dad on the other hand? 

He looks like an absolute basket case right about now. 

“My Poinsettias!” my mom says a few seconds later as she 
comes back in the room just as Austin has my dad wrapped 
up from behind, but my dad digs in his heels and pushes off 


backwards sending both men flying onto the dinner table. 


The smell of mince pies fills the room as | see the dish 
strewn out all over the tiles. Mince pies? Is my mom trying 


to be Mary Poppins this year? | do have to admit | am 
digging it though. 


Now they’re both on the ground and thanks to my brother’s 
UFC obsession, and how much he talks about it, | was 
expecting this to be over quickly. 


Boy was | wrong. 


Unlike the UFC where once the fight “goes to ground” and 
one of the men often has an advantage, this one is still 
squarely a tie. 


And to make matters worse apparently my mom had already 
lit a candle on the dinner table and my dad’s ugly Christmas 
sweater, guess it runs in the family, turns out to be 
flammable. 


“Mike! You’re on fire!” my mom yells running for a pitcher of 
punch and a big box of baking soda. 


She just starts throwing everything she’s got on my dad but 
it’s not working. 


Now I’m freaking out. 
Austin jumps up as the two men come apart. Grabbing a 
rug from the kitchen Austin runs back in and tackles my 


dad, who for some reason stood up. 


Austin rolls him like a snowball across the floor and then 
back again. 


Quickly he opens the rug and all that comes out is some 
smoke. 


Austin grabs my dad’s sweater and yanks it up and over his 
head, quickly examining my dad’s torso for burning. 


My dad’s chest is heaving and he has a look in his eyes like 
he thought he was just about ready to meet his maker. 


In a roundabout way it’s good, because he doesn’t move and 
Austin can do what he needs to do. 


“Turns out that ugly sweater made in some cheap factory in 
who knows where was damn near as flammable as lighter 
fluid, but you’re going to be okay Mike. It caught the 
outside of it, but it didn’t burn through.” 


| look at my dad realizing he doesn’t seem to have any signs 
of being burnt. 


“This is literally a Christmas miracle,” my mom says. 


She moves in to my dad putting her hand on his cheek as 
tears stream down her face. She gives him a kiss, and 
without realizing it l'm doing the exact same thing to Austin, 
in the exact same moment. The only difference is my dad is 
on his back looking like he’s practically in shock, and Austin 
and | are standing. 


“I'm really sorry about this, guys,” Austin says looking 
toward my parents. 


“It’s not your fault, Austin,” my mom says. “We... we're the 
ones who shouldn’t have acted this way. We caused the 
trouble that led to this and if anything we owe you an 
apology and a debt of gratitude for what you did for us. The 
thought of something happening to Mike is devastating.” 


| notice something in my mom’s words that maybe | never 
picked up on before. When she refers to what my dad did 
she said, “we,” although clearly my dad was the aggressor 
who was responsible for everything. 


But my mom’s always got his back. They're always a team. 
And | really like, respect, and appreciate that. 

And that’s exactly how | feel about Austin and l. 

“Can we open our presents now?” | hear my little five-year- 
old brother Maverick say, and turn to see him and my other 
two siblings heads peeking out from around the side of the 
doorjamb. 

| can’t help but smile and then | look around the room and 
see all of the adults smiling. The joys of being a child on 
Christmas morning. Nothing, and | mean nothing, can get in 
the way. 


“Come here,” my mom says. 


Maverick goes running towards my mom in his Spiderman 
pajamas with the feet. 


She wraps her arms around him. “Yes, honey. Just give usa 
couple minutes to get this fixed up and then you can open 
them.” 


“Is Austin staying to watch?” 


My mom looks at my fiancé, and then gives him a slow, 
small nod. 


“Yeah buddy. I’m staying,” he says. 


“Yeah!” Maverick says as he goes running towards Austin 
who scoops him up under his armpits and lifts him in the sky. 


“You're flying Spidey!” he says. 

“Of course. I’m Spiderman. It’s what | do,” Maverick says. 
We can’t help but all laugh at my little brother 

Even my dad cracks a smile 

We may have gotten off to one heck of a bumpy start, but 
this is exactly how you’re supposed to spend Christmas 
morning. 

Together...laughing, loving, and appreciating those that 
matter most. It’s not the material gifts that you give each 
other, it’s the gift of love that come from the heart. 

And no matter what craziness just went down, our family will 
always love one another, just as they’ve always loved 


Austin. 


He is family now after all. My family And something inside 
me tells me he gave me the best gift of all this Christmas. 


A start to our very own family. 


l'II Know in a few weeks when I visit my doctor, my love, my 
everything... him. 


EPILOGUE 


Austin 

One year later 
“This is our Tiffany Soleste pendant in platinum with an 
aquamarine and diamonds. It’s a vivid aquamarine that’s 
surrounded by round brilliant diamonds set in platinum with 
a sixteen-inch chain. The aquamarine is pear-shaped and 
the diamonds carry a carat weight of one point two five with 
a total carat weight of nineteen,” the lady who works at the 
Tiffany’s store says. 
| try not to laugh... at myself 


“| don’t know what all that fancy lingo means. All | know is 
that’s the same shade of blue as my wife’s eyes. l'Il take it.” 


“An excellent choice,” she says. 
“The one and only choice. The perfect choice.” 
“Actually we do carry it in tanzanite as well.” 


“I’m not talking about this necklace. That’s irrelevant to 
me. I’m talking about my wife.” 


“Oh,” she says with a smile. “Right,” she says. 
“Congratulations to your wife. I’m sure she'll love it.” 


| nod and make my way to the checkout. 


| could tell her that of course she'll love it, because she loves 
me, but this time I’m able to refrain. I’ve been working on it 
actually There’s nothing | like more than gushing about 
how lucky | am to have her, but | have to work on toning it 
down a bit as | do it so much it embarrasses her. In a way | 
kind of like seeing her cheeks get red and that shyness 
come out. | think deep down she does enjoy the attention, 
but | also understand | can be too much at times. 


It’s just that | love her so damn much and | want the entire 
world to know I’m the luckiest guy in the world, and that 
she’s mine all mine. 


| make my way to the front of the line and the lady gives me 
a curious look before pointing at me 


“You were in here last year about this time, weren’t you?” 
| nod. 
“| remember you. We still talk about you around here.” 


One eyebrow raises and | grit my teeth, nearing snarl level. 
No other women should be talking about me. | belong to my 
wife, just as she belongs to me. 


“Not like that,” the cashier says. “So sorry.” Apparently she 
can read my expression, not that I’m doing anything to hide 
how | feel about her words. 


“It’s just that we’ve never had a customer come in before 
who had a chance to purchase something on discount and 
wanted, no literally demanded, to pay full price. We still talk 
about how the manager came out and was telling you, ‘But 
it’s on sale sir,’ and you still refused the discount. We had to 


call the home office for a one time approval so our cash 
register wouldn’t be off at the end of the day.” 


“| remember,” | say wanting to get out of here as soon as 
possible. | don’t really care for this attention and I need to 
get home and get this gift-wrapped. I’ve got a lot of gifts to 
wrap this Christmas as a matter of fact. 


| must have bought about thirty for my wife and literally one 
hundred for our twins, Sara and Mara. 


“I'm really sorry,” the cashier continues. “But can I ask you 
why you did that? | love reading mystery novels, and | can 
usually figure them out about a third of the way into the 
book, but | can’t read you at all. | was guessing maybe you 
wanted to show full price for customs as you were taking it 
to Russia or China to sell at a huge premium? That’s all us 
girls in the back could come up with. That or, and | 
apologize, someone was considering selling fakes online and 
wanted the higher price to show the savings. Regardless, | 
just have to know.” 


And | just have to know why this lady won't just let it go. 


| take a deep breath and reach for my debit card, handing it 
to her She scans it and the transaction is quickly 

approved. | sign the slip and she puts it in the light blue, or 
whatever color that’s called, bag with the gift. | could turn 
and walk away now, leaving this a mystery forever, or...1 can 
use this opportunity to gush about my wife. 


| passed up on the first chance minutes ago. I’m not going 
to miss another. 


“Are you married to the love of your life?” | ask. 


She blushes. “Well, I’m seeing someone, and he’s... he’s 
okay | guess.” 


“You need to cut that off right now.” 
“Excuse me?” 


“Because when you meet the one, you’ll Know You won’t 
compare them to other people because they’re 
incomparable. You won't even think of anyone else, because 
you'll only think of them. It will all happen instantly, the 
moment you see them, and you won’t even have time to 
think. That’s the beauty of it. And when you do find 
someone like that the last thing you ever want to do is give 
them something you got on a discount...because my wife... 
she’s priceless. | may have paid ‘full price’ or whatever it’s 
called in here last year, but truth be told | would have given 
every cent | had to my name and all my future earnings for 
that diamond ring, if | Knew it was going to make her happy 
for just one second. That’s because she’s the one. Mine. 
And I’m hers. And we love each other where it matters 
most. Right fucking here,” | say putting my hand on my 
heart. 


| watch as the lady crumbles to the ground behind the 
register. 


“Gina fainted!” her co-worker says. 

| just turn and walk out of the store. 

I’ve got what | wanted, and it’s not inside this bag. It’s 
waiting for me at home, our home. The one we just moved 


into outside the city where our kids can run and play and do 
all the things kids are supposed to do. And that’s exactly 


what they'll be doing in a few years from now when we give 
them their first puppy for Christmas. 


And most importantly it’s a home and not a house. That’s 
because my family is there and that starts and ends with 
her. 


My wife. My love. My life. 


And when | see her smile when she opens this up on 
Christmas morning it won’t matter if | soent a nickel or nine 
million dollars. All that will matter is all that’s ever 
mattered...she’s priceless, and she’s all mine. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Austin 


Christmas Eve 
Three more years later 


“I'm sorry, sir, we're closing early today,” the lady at the 
front of the store says. She’s not big but she’s got guts, 
stepping in front of me sol can’t enter. If I worked retail this 
time of year I’d do anything | could to get out of the store, 
even if it meant stepping in front of a man who had a full 
foot and a solid hundred pounds on you. | can feel her pain, 
thanks to my wife, who has taught me a ton about empathy. 


“It’s okay, Sandra,” Dennis, the story manager says, 
escorting me through. 


“How’s your wife doing, Dennis?” | ask. 


“Good man. Thanks. We're really looking forward to having 
our first child.” 


“You’ve got my number on speed dial, right?” 
“In the first spot.” 


“Put mein second. Your wife should always be in first 
place.” 


He smiles as we walk towards the back where everything is 
stocked. 


“That’s what I like about you Dr Abbott. You’re a family 
man. Family first.” 


“Always,” | say. 

| turn my head while he spins the combination to the safe. 
Seconds later he pulls out a hard-shelled big Pelican case. | 
feel like we’re special ops soldiers in some action flick, and 
this time of year that might not be too far off. 


“Everything you requested,” he says. 


“Thanks, my man,” | say handing him an envelope with the 
payment and a very generous tip. 


“Need me to have security walk you to your car? It’sa 
jungle out there this time of year.” 


“Don’t worry. Now that I’ve got these I’m feeling like the big 
Swinging dick six hundred pound gorilla who runs that 
jungle.” 


We both laugh and then shake hands. 


“Looking forward to welcoming your first child into the world 
with you.” 


“We're glad you're team over there at the hospital are the 
ones. We wouldn't think of letting anyone else in the world 
do the honors.” 


“Thank you. I’m honored,” | say, and do | ever mean it. 


Our handshake ends and we part ways. 


| walk through the store and towards the exit. 


The deal was simple. He delivered the things my babies 
wanted this Christmas, and one of my colleagues delivers 
his babies as soon as his wife goes into labor, which should 
be in about two weeks. 


l'm an ER doctor or else I’d do the honors myself. Even so | 
promised him I'll be present, mostly just there as a show of 
support and to be an extra doctor which should 
psychologically help to settle him knowing that so many 
doctors are on hand for the delivery, even though I’m pretty 
clueless about delivering babies. 


| still paid him for Fingerlings Hugs, Hatchimals 
Hatchibabies, Pomsies Speckles Plush Interactive Toys, Little 
People Take Turns Skyway, and more...and | gave hima 
generous tip too. | didn’t want him to be out of pocket, all | 
wanted was to make sure my family got what they wanted 
this holiday season. 


| almost never go shopping, but stopped by the mall two 
months prior to see if there was a way | could get all this 
stuff before Christmas. Not a chance. That’s when | had to 
turn my attention to finding a different way. 


It didn’t matter I’d do anything to make my family happy. 
Anything. 


Just like they make me happy, so much in fact, that I’ve cut 
back my hours at the hospital so | can watch our first set of 
twins, Sara and Mara, and now our second set too, Levi and 
Eli. 


After four kids in four years Madison needed a break, plus 
she wanted to pursue her career. 


| told her she never had to work a day in her life, but she 
wanted to and | was more than happy to support her in that, 
just as | am in all parts of her life. 


She puts in about three days a week, or twenty-four hours 
total, which was perfect. It gave her a chance to geta 
“break” from four little rambunctious rugrats for awhile in 
addition to making friends and spending time with people 
her own age...and mine. 


And the age difference hasn’t meant anything to us. If 
anything it’s been a blessing. Damn...blessing. Another of 
those words | would have never said as a “single guy.” 


But it’s definitely a blessing as it allows me to impart the 
wisdom I’ve learned over the years. | don’t pretend to know 
everything, but I do think | know just enough to make life a 
bit easier for everybody, and she’s definitely that... my 
everything. 


| step out into the parking lot, a big smile on my face 
knowing how much fun tonight’s going to be. 


| love Christmas Eve and after we wear the kids out with 
games l'Il get to do a different kind of “wearing out” with my 
woman. Damn, I Swear my appetite for her is insatiable. | 
want her just as much as | did the first minute | laid eyes on 
her, somehow I'd say even more. 


Knowing she’s carried our four babies inside that beautiful 
body of hers...damn, don’t even get me started on how 
fucking hot that is and how turned on that gets me. 


And she’s gonna see just how turned on | get tonight, as | do 
every night, and afternoon, morning, and every other time of 


the day for her, when | bury my cock inside her so far that 
we make twins again. There’s just something about when 
the two of us get together on Christmas Eve... sparks fly like 
the Fourth of July and nine months later we’ve got two 
bundles of joy. 


As l'm almost at the Range Rover | spot two cocks, or 
dickheads, that are coming straight at me and they sure 
don’t look like they’re about to spread any joy my way... 
more like spray some lead. 


I’m not sure what | see first, the MS-13 tattoos just off the 
corner of their eyes, which means they’re part of the most 
Savage gang in the world, the El Salvadorian Mara 
Salvatrucha (MS) gang, or the reflection from the chrome 
pistols they pull from the front of their pants. 


“Hand over the Pelican case, esé!” 


“We've been watching you homes. We know what you got 
and now you’re gonna get got, fool.” 


| don’t say anything and avoid making eye contact, just 
slowly put the Pelican case on the ground and my hands in 
the air. 


“That’s right bitch. Toys are ours.” 


“We're gonna get so much cash for these stupid things,” the 
one guy says to the other as they approach me. 


| stay still. 


“Cash yeah, but don’t forget I’m pulling out the Hatchimals 
Hatchibabies for my little girl.” 


“And | get the Nylabone Dental Dinosaur for my lady’s 
Pomeranian. That little thing is small, but damn is it 
ferocious.” 


He knows | got the Nylabone Dental Dinosaur? How long 
have these guys been watching me? Who tipped them off? 


The thought of him taking my kids Christmas toys pisses me 
the hell off, and the thought he’s going after my dog 
Buster’s toy too? 


“You said my lady gets the Nylabone Dental Dinosaur, and 
you get the Hatchimals Hatchibabies.” 


“Nah, dog. We traded when we were playing Dominos the 
other night. Remember?” 


“We didn’t trade. You trying to punk me fool?” 
As much as | despise gangs, | thought they were like super 
tight knit families. Not these two, unless you count 


dysfunctional families. 


“Oh hell no,” they both say at the same time, tucking their 
pistols away and putting up their dukes. 


The one slugs the other, sending his pistol sliding across the 
parking lot. 


They’re so involved they don’t even seem to notice. 
| dive for the pistol, and point it at them. 
“Don’t move or! drop both of you pieces of trash. I’m 


leaving with the Hatchimals Hatchibabies and the Nylabone 
Dental Dinosaur and everything else. And if you two decide 


to try anything you’re leaving in body bags,” | snarl, foaming 
at the mouth at the thought these two deadbeats thought 
they could ruin my children’s, and my dog’s, Christmas, 
taking what’s theirs. 


| pull my phone out of my pocket and dial 911. 


Apparently the police were already on the scene, knowing 
malls are madhouses this time of year. 


They get the two guys cuffed and tell me these guys are 
serious criminals, although they could have fooled me. 


The best part is they’re here without the proper paperwork 
and are wanted on a laundry list of charges back in their 
home country. The U.S. Officials there have been working 
hard to curb LA. Violence, which means after they’re 
shipped back home they will face lengthy prison sentences, 
and not just get a slap on the wrist and set free. 


That’s the most important part, because it means they can’t 
come after me for revenge, not that they'll remember what | 
look like or anything about me once they get inside that 
prison cell and have to spend all their brain power figuring 
out a way to stay alive 


Not me. The only creativity | need is coming up with more 
ways to excite my family each and every day and put smiles 
on their faces, and that requires almost no thought from me 
because it’s effortless. They like what I like and I like what 
they like. 


We're one in the same, forever And at the end of they day, 
they’re mine and always will be. Mine, because this 
possessive doctor is forever and always in when it comes to 
my family..in love with them forever. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Madison 


Christmas Day 
Twenty-five more years later 


“Grandma.” 

“Yes, pumpkin,” | say to Holly, my five-year-old 
granddaughter who’s cuddled up underneath my right arm, 
while her twin sister Eve is cuddled up under my left, as we 
lie on an oversized beanbag together on Christmas morning. 


“Why is grandpa holding those leaves over his head and 
moving his fingers like that?” 


“Well, sweetie...he’s moving his fingers like that because he 
wants me to come over there and stand next to him.” 


| pause as Austin’s eyebrow raises, shooting me a bit of a 
naughty look. 


“And those leaves are actually mistletoe,” | add. 

“Missile toes?” Eve says, joining our conversation. 

| can’t help but smile. My grandkids are so doggone 
precious. | know every grandma must think that, but I really 


do think mine are the bee’s knees. 


“Mistletoe, sweetie. It’s a plant and your grandpa wants to 
hold it up so he can kiss me underneath it.” 


“But | saw grandpa kissing you earlier and there was no 
missile toes,” she says just before her twin jumps in in 
agreement. “Yeah. Why does he need the Miss Toes, now?” 


“Your grandpa never needs a reason to kiss me, but at 
Christmas it’s fun. It’s a tradition.” 


| look left and then right at my two little darlings whose 
faces are so intrigued at this conversation and how mistletoe 
works. | thought when Austin and | had our kids the joy of 
experiencing everything again for the first time was just the 
most unbeatable feeling. 


Well, | may have been wrong, because it’s just as fun with 
our kid’s kids. 


“Wait!” | say, being melodramatic with my expression. “You 
two have never been kissed under the mistletoe?” 


They look at one another and then start shaking their heads 
at the same time, their pigtails flopping back and forth. 


“Well, what do you think about some hugs and kisses from 
grandpa then?” 


“Yay!” they say and I reach around and give them both a 
playful pat on the behind and they stand up so grandma can 
stand up too. 


| take them each by the hand and we move closer to 
grandpa who lowers the mistletoe closer to the girl’s heads. 


They look up, completely enthralled and Eve even reaches 
for it, but she’s not quite tall enough. 


“First a kiss,” grandpa says. Austin is so cute when he’s 
playing with the grandkids. 


He lowers himself down to his knees and gives Eve and Holly 
each a kiss on their cheeks as they do the same for him. 


Part of me wishes | had my camera out right now, but 
another part of me prefers to just live in the moment and 
enjoy the memories as they happen. Our little munchkins 
make so many of them anyway that | know another 
heartwarming moment will happen in minutes...they always 
do. 


“Merry. Noel. Christian. Grandpa has hugs and kisses 
waiting on you over here under the mistletoe.” 


Our other three grandkids come running as our sets of twins 
Sara and Mara, and Levi and Eli quickly take out their 
phones and take pictures. 


Austin and | feel so fortunate to have all four of our children 
and their spouses here today for Christmas. It’s our favorite 
time of the year, bar none, and we got a kick out of our kids 
giving all their kids holiday-themed names. 


Now our family tradition of loving Christmas is sure to 
continue for generations to come. 


And when | feel Austin’s lips on mine when I’m not even 
looking, they just serve as a reminder of our most valuable 
tradition that will also last forever... our love for each other. 


Austin hands the mistletoe to the kids who inspect it as me 
maneuvers our kiss SO no one can see, and | know his 
tongue is ready to “inspect” the insides of my mouth. 


“Okay, kids. Who wants to build a snowman?” | hear Levi's 
voice say, but my eyes stay closed as | melt into my man’s 
arms. 


Levi quickly rounds everybody up in the entryway of our 
home and out of sight as he gets all the kids bundled up, 
while Austin gets me warmed up in a different way. 


“Should take us an hour to build the snowman, mom and 
dad.” 


“Okay, son,” Austin says. “Your mom and | are getting older 
so we might need to...take a nap.” 


“Riiight,” Eli says, and | hear the door open and the house 
empty as our family goes outside. 


“They must think we’re crazy, still acting like randy 
teenagers at our age.” 


“lam crazy,” Austin says. “Crazy about you.” 


| wrap him up in a big hug as he takes my hand and leads 
me into the bedroom for our “nap.” 


Of course there will be no sleeping, and it’s not because 
we'll be waiting for Santa to come. 


He’s already arrived for the kids as witnessed by the many 
gifts for them under the tree, our love for them infinite and 
we can’t help but to spoil them. 


And how better to give back considering Santa came in the 
best of ways for my husband and | years ago, literally giving 
us the gift of each other. 


And once we got each other for Christmas | knew Santa was 
very real, just like our love for each other has been all these 
years and always will be. 


And every day since that first Christmas time together, 
we've been the living breathing Christmas gifts to each 
other that just keep giving. 


He gave me his love and he gave me our children. And 
that’s the true joy of the holidays...to be able to spend them 
together, as a family. 


Merry Christmas’s for us all, and each and every night..a 
good night. ;) 
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